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DEDICATION 

TO 

THOMAS  CAMPBELL,  ESQ. 


MY  DEAR  SIR, 

N  I  began  this  work,  it  was  my 
intention  to  inscribe  it  with  your  name ; 
but  when  I  had  completed  it,  I  became  too 
doubtful  of  its  merit,  to  venture  distin- 
guishing it  with  a  mark  of  such  pretension. 

Opinions,  which  the  world  respects,  have 
since  given  me  a  happier  impression  of  my 
labours  ;  and,  therefore,  I  no  longer  de- 
prive myself  of  the  opportunity  of  paying 
this  tribute  to  a  friendship,  sanctioned  by 
the  test  of  years,  and  as  dear  to  my  heart 
as  it  is  honourable  to  my  name. 


W  DEDICATION- 

While  the  intellectual  rank  of  the  true 
poet,  and  the  virtues  of  the  manly  charac- 
ter, continue  to  be  understood  and  appre- 
ciated ;  the  name  of  Thomas  Campbell 
must  page  with  the  first  in  this  land* 
And  while  the  endearing  amenities  of 
the  soul,  are  the  bonds  which  unite  friend 
to  friend  5  I  must  ever  be  proud  and 
happy  in  subscribing  myself*  with  every 
grateful  feeling, 

My  dear  Sir, 

Your  obliged  and  faithful  friend, 
JANE  PORTER. 


LONG  DITTOED 
March,  1816- 


PREFACE 

TO 

THE   FIRST    EDITION. 


Xo  paint  the  portrait  of  one  of  the  most 
complete  heroes  that  ever  filled  the  page 
of  history,  may  be  a  bold,  though  1  hope 
not  a  vain,  design.  The  contemplation 
of  virtue,  is  an  improving,  as  well  as  a 
delightful  employment ;  and,  however  in- 
adequate this  picture  may  fee,  to  repre- 
sent its  original,  yet,  that  it  is  a  copy 
of  such  excellence,  will  be  merit  in  the 
eyes  of  those,  who  so  love  virtue,  as  to 
venerate  its  shade- 

I  have  spared  no  pains  in  consulting 
almost  every  writing  extant,  which  treats 
of  the  sister  kingdoms,  during  the  period 
of  my  narrative.  It  would  be  tedious  to 
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swell  this  page,  with  a  list  of  these  autho- 
rities ;  but  all  who  are  intimate  with  our 
old  British  historians,  must  perceive,  on 
reading  the  'Scottish  Chiefs,  that  in  the 
sketch,  which  history  would  have  laid 
down  for  the  biography  of  my  princi- 
pal hero,  I  have  made  no  addition,  ex- 
cepting, where,  time  having  made  some 
erasure,  a  stroke  was  necessary  to  fill 
the  space,  and  unite  the  outline.  Tra- 
dition has  been  a  great  assistance  to  me 
in  this  respect.  And  for  much  valuable 
information  on  the  subject,  I  am  in- 
debted to  the  bard  of  Hope,  my  friend 
Mr.  Thomas  Campbell ;  he  who  has  so 
nobly  mingled  the  poet's  bays,  with  the 
laurels  of  his  clan. 

While  tracing  the  characters  of  my  per- 
sonages in  the  Scottish  annals,  it  was  with 
infinite  pleasure,  I  recognised  those  vir- 
tues in  the  fathers,  which  had  attached 
me  to  their  posterity.  Delighted  with 
this  most  dear  proof  of  kindred,  I  have 
fondly  lingered  over  my  work ;  re-enjoy- 
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ing,  in  its  visionary  scenes,  hours  fled  to 
heaven:  I  have  again  discoursed,  and 
mingled  my  soul,  with  friends,  whose  no- 
bility of  spirit,  honoured  the  illustrious 
stems  from  which  they  sprung :  —  But, 
like  the  blossomed  bough  torn  from  its 
branch,  they  are  gone  ;  and  spread  fra- 
grance in  my  path  no  more. 

It  is  now  a  fashion,  to  contemn,  as 
nonsense,  even  an  honest  pride  in  ances- 
try. But  where  is  the  Englishman,  who 
is  not  proud  of  being  the  countryman  of 
Nelson  ?  Where  the  British  sailor,  that 
does  not  thirst  to  emulate  his  fame  ?  If 
this  sentiment  be  right,  respect  for  noble 
progenitors  cannot  be  wrong ;  for,  it  pro- 
ceeds from  the  same  source  :  the  principle 
of  kindred,  of  inheritance,  and  of  virtue. 
Let  the  race  of  Douglas,  or  the  brave 
line  of  the  Percy,  bear  witness,  whether 
the  name  they  bear,  be  not  as  a  mirror  to 
show  them  what  they  ought  to  be  ;  and 
to  kindle  in  their  hearts,  the  flame  which 
burnt  in  their  fathers  ?  Happy  is  it  for 
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this  realm,  that  the  destiny  which  now 
unites  the  once  contending  arms  of  those 
brave  families,  has  also  consolidated  their 
rival  nations  into  one  ;  and,  by  planting 
the  heir  of  Plantagenet,  and  of  Bruce, 
upon  one  throne,  hath  redeemed  the 
peace  of  Britain,  and  fixed  it  on  lasting 
foundations. 

From  the  nature  of  my  story,  more 
agents  have  been  used  in  its  conduct, 
than  I  should  have  adopted,  had  it  been 
a  work  of  mere  imagination.  Taste  would 
have  selected  the  simplest  means,  of  ac- 
complishing the  fable  ;  and,  where  that 
principle  could  be  followed,  without  an 
extravagant  violation  of  the  fact,  it  has 
been  obeyed.  — Very  few  persons,  wholly 
imaginary,  have  been  introduced  :  and, 
wishing  to  keep  as  near  historical  truth 
as  could  be  consistent  with  my  plan, 
no  intentional  injustice  has  been  com- 
mitted  against  the  characters  of  the  in- 
dividuals, who  were  real  actors  with  the 
chief  hero  of  the  tale.  The  melancholy 
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circumstance,  which  first  excited  him 
to  draw  his  sword  for  Scotland,  though 
it  may  be  thought  too  much  like  the 
creation  of  modern  romance,  is  recorded 
as  a  fact  in  the  old  poem  of  Blind 
Harrie.  Other  private  events,  .have  been 
interwoven  with  the  public  subjects  of 
these  volumes  ;  that  the  monotony  of  a 
continued  series  of  warlike  achievements, 
might  in  some  measure  be  lessened. 
Some  notes  are  added,  to  confirm  the 
historical  incidents ;  but  finding  that 
were  they  all  marked,  such  <a  plan  would 
swell  each  volume  beyond  its  proper 
size  ;  in  one  word,  I  assure  the  reader, 
that  I  seldom  lead  him  to  any  spot  in 
Scotland,  whither  some  written  or  oral 
testimony  respecting  my  hero,  had  not 
previously  conducted  myself.  In  the 
same  spirit,  being  careful  to  keep  to  the 
line  of  chronology,  I  have  not  strayed 
from  it  in  any  instance,  until  my  chief 
personages  return  from  France  ;  and  then, 
my  history  being  intended  to  be  within 
A  5 


X  PREFACE. 

the  bounds  of  modern  romance,  rather 
than  measured  by  the  folios  of  Scudery, 
I  found  myself  obliged  to  take  some 
liberties  with  time  and  circumstance : 
for  both  of  which  offences,  and  parti- 
cularly for  the  management  of  my  catas- 
trophe, I  hope  the  historical,  if  he  be 
also  a  gentle  reader,  will  find  no  difficulty 
in  forgiving  me. 


LONG  DITTON, 
December,  1809. 


POSTSCRIPT 

TO 

A  SUCCEEDING  EDITION,  1816. 


IN  dismissing  another  edition  of  The 
Scottish  Chiefs  from  the  press,  its  author 
will  not  deny  herself  the  grateful  pleasure 
of  expressing  her  sense  of  the  candour 
with  which  this  attempt  at  biographical 
romance,  has  been  generally  received.  — 
That  amongst  these  liberal  approvers,  are 
the  people  of  her  hero's  nation  ;  the  na- 
tives of  the  country  in  which  she  first 
drew  the  aliments  of  intellectual  life  ; 
cannot  but  afford  a  peculiar  gratification 
to  her  heart :  and  she  expresses  her  de- 
light on  the  occasion,  with  the  feelings 
of  a  child,  rejoicing  in  the  approbation 
of  a  beloved  parent. 
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While  she  thus  fondly  records  the  ap- 
proval of  her  own  country  ;  she  cannot 
but  proudly  add  to  the  gratifying  re- 
gister,  the  reception  with  which  the  first 
edition  of  The  Scottish  Chiefs  has  been 
honoured  in  Germany  and  in  France.  — 
It  was  elegantly  translated  by  a  man  of 
letters,  into  the  French  language ;  and  it 
was  denied  publication,  by  the  command 
of  Napoleon.  —  The  widow  of  the  brave 
and  unfortunate  Moreau,  first  told  the 
author  of  this  prohibition  ;  and  the 
French  .translator,  in  his  preface,  on  its 
subsequent  publication  after  the  abdica- 
tion of  the  Emperor,  mentioned  the  cir- 
cumstance.—  At  first,  it  seems  hardly 
credible  that  the  same  victor,  who  quoted 
the  words  of  one  of  her  heroes  —  So- 
bieski  of  Poland,  when  he  himself  came 
forward  with  pretensions  to  redeem  that 
country  to  independence;  should,  not 
many  years  afterwards,  put  an  interdict 
on  the  very  same  free-born  language, 
when  expressed  by  her  Scottish  Chiefs  in 
France.  —  But  we  know,  that  with  most 


POSTSCRIPT.  Xlll 

conquerors,  they  who  fight  for  power, 
rather  than  justice,  —  the  use  of  certain 
sentiments,  springs  more  from  expediency 
than  principle.  —  The  real  principle,  the 
aim,  is  proved  by  the  result ;  —  whether 
the  true  patriot  establishes  the  liberty  of 
his  country,  without  infringing  the  rights 
of  others ;  or,  the  pretender  first  founds 
a  despotic  empire  over  his  own  country- 
men, and  then  leads  them  to  put  similar 
chains  on  their  neighbours. 

To  draw  the  line,  between  such  cha- 
racters ;  to  place  high,  chivalric  loyalty, 
and  the  spirit  of  patriotic  freedom,  on 
just  principles ;  whether  in  the  breast  of 
prince  or  peasant ;  the  writer  of  this  tale 
has  studied  the  page  of  many  a  history  ; 
has  studied  the  lesson  in  many  a  noble 
heart.  —  With  humility,  as  to  the  execu- 
tion of  her  task  j  but  with  due  con- 
fidence in  its  matter  and  object,  she 
proceeded  — -  from  Thaddeus  of  Warsaw, 
to  The  Scottish  Chiefs.  —  And  so  shall, 
henceforward,  on  whatever  ground  she 
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may  take  her  stand,  in  effecting  the  same 
object.  —  Sir  Philip  Sidney,  a  true  hero 
of  our  own  country,  gave  me  the  text. — 
"  Let  who  may,  make  the  laws  of  a 
people,  (said  he,)  allow  me  to  write  their 
ballads,  and  I'll  guide  them  at  will !" — 
What  ballads  were  to  the  sixteenth  cen- 
tury, romances  are  to  ours  ;  the  constant 
companions  of  the  people's  leisure  hours ; 
biassing  them  to  virtue,  or  misleading 
them  to  vice.  —  And,  to  inspire  the  most 
susceptible  period  of  man's  existence, 
his  youth,  with  the  principles  which  are 
to  be  his  future  staff,  his  ornament  — and 
their  effects,  his  "exceeding  great  re- 
ward," is  the  motive  of  my  pen. —  Hence, 
in  proportion  to  the  great  view  of  the 
aim,  must  be  the  satisfaction  derived, 
when  the  approbation  of  the  wise  and 
the  good  pronounces  the  attempt  worthy 
its  intention.  —  It  might  appear  ostenta- 
tion ^rather  than  gratitude,  were  some  of 
the  most  honouring  of  these  names  re- 
gistered here. 
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London,  Jan.  1825. 

SINCE  this  preface  and  postscript 
were  written,  many  years  have  passed  ; 
and  several  editions  of  the  work  along 
with  them.  — The  author  now  revises  it 
again  ;  and  again  dismisses  it,  with  re- 
newed happy  feelings,  that  the  same 
public  which  greeted  the  pen  of  her 
youth,  in  two  foregoing  biographical  ro- 
mances ;  have  received,  with  an  equally 
cordial  welcome,  her  two  subsequent 
works  in  a  similar  form.  Duke  Wharton, 
and  Ripperdo  of  Spain,  in  her  Pastor  of 
Lindisfarne;  and,  lastly,  Christian  ofLu- 
neburg:  —  founding  the  highest  honour 
of  his  heroic  race,  in  the  palladium  of 
their  own  people,  the  model  of  laws  to 
all  others  -  the  Magna  Charta  of  Great 
Britain. 
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CHAP.  I. 

SCOTLAND. 

BRIGHT  was  the  summer  of  1296.  —  The 
war  which  had  desolated  Scotland  was 
then  at  an  end.  Ambition  seemed  sati- 
ated ;  and  the  vanquished,  after  having 
passed  under  the  yoke  of  their  enemy, 
concluded  they  might  wear  their  chains 
in  peace.  Such  were  the  hopes  of  those 
Scottish  noblemen  who,  early  in  the  pre- 
ceding spring,  had  signed  the  bond  of 
submission  to  a  ruthless  conqueror  :  pur- 
chasing life  at  the  price  of  all  that  makes 
life  estimable,  —  Liberty  and  Honour. 

Prior  to  this  act  of  vassalage,  Edward 
the  First  of  England  had  entered  Scotland 
at  the  head  of  an  immense  army.  He 
seized  Berwick  by  stratagem;  laid  the 
country  in  ashes;  and,  on  the  field  of 
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Dunbar,  forced  the  Scottish  King,  and  his 
nobles,to  acknowledge  him  their  liege  lord. 

But  while  the  courts  of  Edward,  or  of 
his  representatives,  were  crowded  by  the 
humbled  Scots,  the  spirit  of  one  brave 
man  remained  unsubdued.  Disgusted 
alike  at  the  facility  with  which  the  sove- 
reign of  a  warlike  nation  could  resign  his 
people  and  his  crown  into  the  hands  of  a 
treacherous  invader,  and  at  the  pusillani- 
mity of  the  nobles  who  had  ratified  the  sa- 
crifice, William  Wallace  retired  to  the 
glen  of  Ellerslie.  Withdrawn  from  the 
world,  he  hoped  to  avoid  the  sight  of  op- 
pressions he  could  not  redress,  and  the  en- 
durance of  injuries,  beyond  his  power  to 
avenge. 

Thus  checked  at  the  opening  of  life  in 
the  career  of  glory  that  was  his  passion  ; 
secluded  in  the  bloom  of  manhood  from 
the  social  haunts  of  men  j  he. repressed 
the  eager  aspirations  of  his  mind  j  and 
strove  to  acquire  that  resignation  to  in- 
evitable evils,  which  could  alone  recon- 
cile him  to  forego  the  promises  of  his 
youth ;  and  enable  him  to  view  with  pa- 
tience a  humiliation  of  Scotland,  which 
blighted  her  honour,  menaced  her  exist- 
18 
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ence,  and  consigned  her  sons  to  degra- 
dation or  obscurity.  The  latter  was  the 
choice  of  Wallace.  Too  noble  to  bend 
his  spirit  to  the  usurper,  too  honest  to  af- 
fect submission,  he  resigned  himself  to 
the  only  way  left  of  maintaining  the  in- 
dependence of  a  true  Scot  j  and  giving 
up  the  world  at  once,  all  the  ambitions  of 
youth  were  extinguished  in  his  breast, 
since  nothing  was  preserved  in  his  coun- 
try to  sanctify  their  fires.  Scotland 
seemed  proud  of  her  chains.  Not  to 
share  in  such  debasement,  appeared  all 
that  was  now  in  his  power ;  and  within 
the  shades  of  Ellerslie,  he  found  a  retreat, 
and  a  home,  whose  sweets  beguiling  him 
of  every  care,  made  him  sometimes  for- 
get the  wrongs  of  his  country,  in  the 
tranquil  enjoyments  of  wedded  love. 

During  the  happy  months  of  the  pre- 
ceding autumn,  while  Scotland  was  yet 
free,  and  the  path  of  honourable  distinc- 
tion still  open  before  her  young  nobility, 
Wallace  married  Marion  Braidfoot,  the 
beautiful  heiress  of  Lammington.  Of  the 
same  age,  and  brought  up  from  childhood 
together,  reciprocal  affection  had  grown 
with  their  growth  ;  and  sympathy  of  taste, 
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virtues,  and  mutual  tenderness,-  made 
them  so  entirely  one,  that  when  at  the 
age  of  twenty-two,  the  enraptured  lover 
was  allowed  to  pledge  that  faith,  publicly 
at  the  altar,  which  he  had  so  often  vowed 
in  secret  to  his  Marion,  he  clasped  her 
to  his  heart,  and  softly  whispered, — 
"  Dearer  than  life !  part  of  my  being, 
now  and  for  ever !  blessed  is  this  union, 
that  mingles  thy  soul  with  mine,  to  all 
eternity !" 

Edward's  invasion  of  Scotland,  then, 
broke  in  upon  their  innocent  joys.  Wal- 
lace threw  aside  the  wedding  garment, 
for  the  cuirass  and  the  sword.  But  he 
was  not  permitted  long  to  use  either  :  — 
Scotland  submitted  to  her  enemies  ;  and 
he  had  no  alternative,  but  to  bow  to  her 
oppressors ;  or,  to  become  an  exile  from 
man,  amid  the  deep  glens  of  his  country. 

The  tower  of  Ellerslie  was  henceforth 
the  lonely  abode  of  himself  and  his  bride. 
The  neighbouring  nobles  avoided  him, 
because  the  principles  he  declared,  were 
a  tacit  reproach  on  their  proceedings  ; 
and  in  the  course  of  a  short  time,  as  he 
forbore  to  seek  them,  they  even  forgot 
that  he  was  in  existence.  Indeed,  &11 
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occasions  of  mixing  with  society  he  now 
rejected.  The  hunting-spear,  with  which 
he  had  delighted  to  follow  the  flying 
roe-buck  from  glade  to  glade ;  the  ar- 
rows with  which  he  used  to  bring  down 
the  heavy  termagan,  or  the  towering 
eagle,  all  were  laid  aside.  Scottish 
liberty  was  no  more;  and  Wallace 
would  have  blushed  to  have  shown 
himself  to  the  free-born  deer  of  his 
native  hills,  in  communion  of  sports 
with  the  spoilers  of  his  country.  Had 
he  pursued  his  once  favourite  exercises, 
he  must  have  mingled  with  the  English, 
now  garrisoned  in  every  town,  and 
who  passed  their  hours  of  leisure  in 
the  chase. 

Being  resigned  to  bury  his  youth,  since 
its  strength  could  no  longer  be  service- 
able to  his  country  ;  books,  his  harp,  and 
the  sweet  converse  of  his  tender  Marion, 
became  the  occupations  of  his  days.  El- 
lerslie  was  his  hermitage;  and  there, 
closed  from  the  world,  with  an  angel  his 
companion,  he  might  have  forgotten 
Edward  was  lord  in  Scotland  ;  had  not 
that  which  was  without  his  little  paradise, 
made  a  way  to  its  gates,  and  showed  him 
B  3 
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the  slavery  of  the  nobles,  and  the  wretch- 
edness of  the  people.  In  these  cases,  his 
generous  hand  gave  succour,  where  it 
could  not  bring  redress.  Those  whom 
the  lawless  plunderer  had  driven  from 
their  houses,  or  stripped  of  their  cover- 
ing, found  shelter,  clothing,  and  food, 
at  the  house  of  Sir  William  Wallace. 

Ellerslie  was  the  refuge  of  the  friend- 
less,  and  the  comfort  of  the  unhappy. 
Wherever  Lady  Wallace  moved,  whether 
looking    out  from  her  window  on  the 
accidental  passenger;     or    taking   her 
morning,   or  moonlight  walks   through 
the  glen,  leaning  on  the  arm  of  her  hus- 
band j   she  had  the  rapture  of  hearing 
his  steps  greeted,  and  followed,  by  the 
blessing  of  the  poor  destitute,    and  the 
prayers  of  them  who  were  ready  to  perish. 
It  was    then  that   this   happy  woman 
would  raise  her  husband's  hand  to  her 
lips,  and,  in  silent  adoration,  thank  God 
for  blessing  her  with  a  being  made  so 
truly  in  his  own  image. 

Wallace,  who  read  her  heart  in  this 
action, would  reply,—  «  Sweetest  Marion, 
what  merit  has  thy  husband  in  such  mere 
benevolence?  contracted  is  now  his  sphere 
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of  duty,  and  easily  fulfilled ;  only  to 
befriend  the  oppressed,  to  the  utmost 
of  his  limited  power !  But  while  ty- 
ranny leaves  me  that,  I  shall  not  con- 
sider myself  quite  a  slave.  Were  I  use- 
less to  my  fellow-creatures,  I  should  be 
miserable ;  for,  in  blessing  others,  I 
bless  myself,  —  I  bless  thee,  my  Marion  ! 
and  the  grateful  countenances  of  these 
poor  people,  add  beauty  even  to  thine ! 
art  thou  not  loveliest  in  my  eyes  at  this 
moment,  thou  angel  of  peace  and  love ! 
dost  thou  not  praise  thy  husband,  for 
what  is  common  with  thee  ?"  She  smiled, 
and  a  happy  tear  glittered  in  her  eye. 
"  To  be  lovely  to  thee,  Wallace,  is  all  the 
world ;  and  to  see  thee  so  worthy  of  all 
my  love,  fills  me  indeed  with  an  angel's 
happiness." 

Several  months  of  this  blissful,  and  un- 
interrupted solitude,  had  elapsed,  when 
Lady  Wallace  saw  a  chieftain  at  her  gate. 
He  inquired  for  its  master;    requested 
a  private  conference  ;  and  retired  with 
him  into   a    remote    room.     They   re- 
mained together  for  an  hour.     Wallace 
then  came  forth,  and  ordering  his  horse, 
with  four  followers,  to  be  in  readiness, 
B  4 


8  THE   SCOTTISH    CHIEFS. 

said  he  meant  to  accompany  his  guest  to 
Douglas  castle.  When  he  embraced  his 
wife  at  parting,  he  told  her  that  as 
Douglas  was  only  a  few  miles  distant,  he 
should  be  at  home  again  before  the  moon 
rose. 

She  passed  the  tedious  hours  of  his  ab- 
sence with  tranquillity,  till  the  appointed 
signal  of  his  return  appeared  from  be- 
hind the  summits  of  the  opposite  moun- 
tains. So  bright  were  its  beams,  that 
Marion  did  not  need  any  other  light,  to 
show  her  the  stealing  sands  of  her  hour- 
glass,  as  they  numbered  the  prolonged 
hours  of  her  husband's  stay.  She  dis- 
missed her  servants  to  their  rest ;  all,  ex- 
cepting Halbert,  the  grey-haired  harper 
of  Wallace  ;  and  he,  like  herself,  was  too 
unaccustomed  to  the  absence  of  his 
master,  to  find  sleep  visit  his  eyes  while 
Ellerslie  was  bereft  of  its  joy  and  its 
guard. 

As  the  night  advanced,  Lady  Wallace 
sat  in  the  window  of  her  bed-chamber, 
which  looked  towards  the  west.  She 
watched  the  winding  path-way,  that  led 
from  Lanark  down  the  opposite  heights ; 
eager  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  waving 
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plumes  of  her  husband,  when  he  should 
emerge  from  behind  the  hill,  and  pass 
under  the  thicket  which  over-hung  the 
road.  How  often,  as  a  cloud  obscured 
for  an  instant  the  moon's  light,  and 
threw  a  transitory  shade  across  the  path, 
did  her  heart  bound  with  the  thought 
that  her  watching  was  at  an  end !  It  was 
he  whom  she  had  seen  start  from  the  ab- 
rupt rock !  They  were  the  folds  of  his 
tartan,  that  darkened  the,  white  cliff!  but 
the  moon  again  rolled  through  her  train 
of  clouds,  and  threw  her  light  around. 
Where  was  then  her  Wallace  ?  Alas !  it 
was  only  a  shadow  she  had  seen !  the  hill 
was  still  lonely,  and  he  whom  she  sought 
was  yet  far  away !  Overcome  with  watch- 
ing, expectation,  and  disappointment  j 
unable  to  say  whence  arose  her  fears  ; 
she  sat  down  again  to  look,  but  her  eyes 
were  blinded  with  tears  ;  and  in  a  voice 
interrupted  by  sighs,  she  exclaimed, 
"  Not  yet,  not  yet !  —  ah,  my  Wallace, 
what  evil  has  betided  thee?" 

Trembling  with  a  nameless  terror,   she 

knew  not  what  to  dread.     She  believed 

that   all   hostile  rencontres  had  ceased, 

when  Scotland  no  longer  contended  with 

B   5 
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Edward.  The  nobles,  without  remon- 
strance, had  surrendered  their  castles 
into  the  hands  of  the  usurper  ;  and  the 
peasantry,  following  the  example  of  their 
lords,  had  allowed  their  homes  to  be  ra- 
vaged, without  lifting  an  arm  in  their  de- 
fence. Opposition  being  over,  nothing 
could  then  threaten  her  husband  from 
the  enemy  ;  and  was  not  the  person  who 
had  taken  him  from  Ellerslie,  a  friend  ? 

Before  Wallace's  departure,  he  had 
spoken  to  Marion  alone;  he  told  her, 
that  the  stranger  was  Sir  John  Monteith ; 
the  youngest  son  of  the  brave  Walter 
Lord  Monteith  (*)  *,  who  had  been 
treacherously  put  to  death  by  the  Eng- 
lish, in  the  early  part  of  the  foregoing 
year.  This  young  man  was  then  left  by 
his  dying  father  to  the  particular  charge 
of  his  friend  William  Lord  Douglas,  at 
that  time  governor  of  Berwick.  After 
the  fall  of  that  place,  and  the  captivity 
of  its  defender,  Sir  John  Monteith  had 
returned  to  Douglas  castle,  in  the  vicinity 
of  Lanark  ;  and  was  now  the  sole  mas- 
ter of  that  princely  residence.  Sir  James 
Douglas,  the  only  son  of  the  veteran 

*   These  letters  refer  to  notes  at  the  end  of  the  volume. 
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lord,  being  still  at  Paris ;  whither  he 
had  gone,  before  the  defeat  at  Dunbar* 
to  negotiate  a  league  between  the  French 
monarch,  and  the  then  King  of  Scots. 

Informed  of  the  privacy  in  which  Wal- 
lace wished  to  live,  Monteith  had  never 
ventured  to  disturb  it  until  this  day  ;  and 
then,  knowing  the  steady  honour  of  his 
old  school-companion,  he  came  to  en- 
treat him,  by  the  respect  he  entertained 
for  the  brave  Douglas,  and  by  his  love 
for  his  country,  that  he  would  not  refuse 
to  accompany  him,  that  day,  to  the  brave 
exile's  castle. 

"  I  have  a  secret  -to  disclose  to  you," 
said  he,  "  which  cannot  be  divulged  on 
any  other  spot." 

Unwilling  to  deny  so  small  a  favour, 
when  so  urged,  Wallace,  as  has  been  said 
before,  consented ;  and  accordingly  was 
conducted  by  Monteith  towards  Douglas. 

While  descending  the  heights  which 
lead  to  the  castle,  Monteith  kept  a  pro- 
found silence  ;  and  when  crossing  the 
draw-bridge,  which  lay  over  the  water  at 
its  base,  he  put  his  finger  to  his  lips,  in 
token  to  the  servants  for  equal  tacitur- 
nity. This  was  explained  as  they  entered 
B  6 
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the  gate,  and  looked  around.  It  was 
guarded  by  English  soldiers.  Wallace 
started,  and  would  have  drawn  back  j 
but  Monteith  laid  his  hand  on  his  arm, 
and  whispered,  "  For  your  country !"  At 
these  words,  a  spell  to  the  ear  of  Wai- 
lace,  he  proceeded ;  and  his  attendants 
followed  into  the  court-yard. 

The  sun  was  just  setting,  as  Monteith 
led  his  friend  into  the  absent  earl's  room* 
which  looked  towards  the  east.  Its  glow- 
ing reflection  on  the  distant  hills,  remind- 
ed Wallace  of  the  stretch  he  had  to  re- 
tread, to  reach  his  home  before  midnight  j 
and  thinking  of  his  anxious  Marion,  he 
awaited  with  impatience  the  develope- 
ment  of  the  object  of  his  journey. 

Monteith  closed  the  door,  looked  fear- 
fully around  for  some  time ;  then,  trem- 
bling at  every  step,  approached  Wallace. 
When  drawn  quite  near,  in  a  low  voice 
he  said,  "  You  must  swear  upon  the 
cross,  that  you  will  keep  inviolate  the  se- 
cret I  am  now  going  to  reveal." 

Wallace  put  aside  the  hilt  of  the  sword, 
which  Monteith  presented,  to  receive  his 
oath :  —  "  No,"  said  he,  with  a  smile,  "  I 
take  no  such  oaths.  In  these  times,  I 
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would  not  bind  my  conscience  on  subjects 
I  do  not  know.  If  you  dare  trust  the 
word  of  a  Scotsman  and  a  friend,  speak 
out  5  and,  if  the  matter  be  honest,  my 
honour  is  your  pledge." 

"  And  you  will  not  swear !" 

«  No." 

"  Then  I  must  not  trust  you." 

"  Then  our  business  is  at  an  end," 
returned  Wallace,  rising,  c6  and  I  may 
return  home." 

"  Stop !"  cried  Monteith.  "  Forgive 
me,  my  old  companion,  that  I  have  dared 
to  hesitate !  These  are,  indeed,  times  of 
such  treason  to  honour,  that  I  do  not 
wonder  you  should  be  careful  how  you 
swear.  But  the  nature  of  the  confidence 
reposed  in  me,  will,  I  hope,  convince  you 
that  I  ought  not  to  share  it  rashly.  Of  any 
one  but  you,  whose  truth  stands  unsul- 
lied, amidst  the  faithlessness  of  the  best, 
I  would  exact  oaths  on  oaths  ;  but  your 
word  is  given,  and  on  that  I  rely.  Await 
me  here." 

Monteith  unlocked  a  door,  which  had 
been  concealed  by  the  tapestry,  and  after 
a  short  absence  re-entered  with  a  small 
iron  box.  He  set  it  hastily  on  the  table 
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near  his  friend ;  then  went  to  the  great 
door,  which  he  had  before  so  carefully 
closed,  tried  that  the  bolts  were  secure ; 
and  returned,  with  a  still  more  pallid 
countenance,  towards  the  table.  Wallace, 
surprised  at  so  much  precaution,  and  at 
the  extreme  apprehension  visible  in  these 
actions,  awaited  with  wonder  the  pro- 
mised explanation.  Monteith  sat  down 
with  his  hand  on  the  box,  and  fixing  his 
eyes  on  it,  began :  — 

"  I  am  going  to  mention  a  name, 
which  you  may  hear  with  patience,  since 
the  power  by  which  its  bearer  insulted 
you  is  no  more.  —  The  successful  rival  of 
Bruce,  and  the  enemy  of  your  family,  is 
now  a  prisoner  in  the  tower  of  London." 

"Baliol?" 

"  Yes,"  answered  Monteith,  «  and 
his  present  sufferings  will,  perhaps,  soften 
your  indignation,  at  his  vindictive  resent- 
ment  of  the  injury  he  received  from  Sir 
Ronald  Crawford." 

"  My  grandfather  never  injured  him, 
nor  any  man !"  interrupted  Wallace : 
"  Sir  Ronald  Crawford  was  ever  as  inca- 
pable of  injustice,  as  of  flattering  the  mi- 
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nions  of  his  country's  enemy.  But  Baliol 
is  fallen,  and  I  forgive  him." 

"  Did  you  witness  his  degradation," 
returned  Monteith,  "  you  would  even 
pity  him." 

"  He  was  always  an  object  of  my 
pity,"  continued  Wallace.  "  I  never 
thought  him  worthy  of  a  stronger  senti- 
ment ;  and,  as  you  seem  ignorant  of  the 
cause  of  his  enmity  against  Sir  Ronald 
and  myself,  in  justice  to  the  character  of 
that  most  venerable  of  men,  I  will  ex- 
plain it.  I  first  saw  Baliol  four  years  ago, 
when  I  accompanied  my  grandfather  to 
witness  the  arbitration  of  the  King  of 
England  between  the  two  contending 
claimaints  for  the  Scottish  crown.  Sir 
Ronald  came  on  the  part  of  Bruce.  I  was 
deemed  too  young  to  have  a  voice  in  the 
council ;  but  I  was  old  enough  to  under- 
stand what  was  passing  there ;  and  to  per- 
ceive, in  the  crouching  demeanour  with 
which  Baliol  received  the  crown,  that  it 
was  the  price  for  which  he  sold  his  coun- 
try. However,  as  Scotland  acknowledged 
him  sovereign,  and  as  Bruce  submit- 
ted, my  grandfather  silently  acquiesced. 
But  Baliol  forgot  not  former  opposition. 
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His  behaviour  to  Sir  Ronald  and  myself 
at  the  beginning  of  this  year,  when,  ac- 
cording to  the  privilege  of  our  birth,  we 
appeared  in  the  field  against  the  public 
enemy,  fully  demonstrates  what  was  the 
injury  Baliol  complains  of  j  and  how  un- 
justly he  drove  us  from  the  standard  of 
Scotland.     None,  said  he,  shall  serve  un- 
der me,  whoever  presumed  to  declare  them- 
selves the  friends  of  Bruce.    Poor  weak 
man !  The  purchased  vassal  of  England ; 
yet  so  vain  of  his  ideal  throne,  he  hated 
all  who  had  opposed  his  elevation,  even 
while  his  own  treachery  sapped  its  found- 
ation !  —  Edward  having  made    use   of 
him,  all  these  sacrifices  of  honour,  and  of 
conscience,  are' insufficient  to  retain  his 
favour ;  and  Baliol  is  removed  from  his 
kingdom,  to  an  English  prison !     Can  I 
feel  one  revengeful  pang  against  a  wretch 
so  abject  ?  —  No!    I  do  indeed  pity  him. 
—  And  now  that  I  have   cleared   my 
grandfather's  name  of  such  calumny,  I 
am  ready  to  hear  you  further." 

Monteith,  after  remarking  on  the  well- 
known  honour  of  Sir  Ronald  Crawford, 
resumed. 

"  During  the  massacre  at  the  capture 
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of  Berwick,  Lord  Douglas,  wounded, 
and  nearly  insensible,  was  taken  by  a 
trusty  band  of  Scots  out  of  the  citadel 
and  town.  I  followed  him  to  Dunbar, 
and  witnessed  with  him  that  day's  dread- 
ful loss ;  which  completed  the  triumph 
of  the  English.  When  the  few  nobles, 
who  survived  the  battle,  dispersed,  Dou- 
glas took  the  road  to  Forfar ;  hoping  to 
meet  King  Baliol  there,  and  to  concert 
with  him  new  plans  of  resistance.  When 
we  arrived,  we  found  His  Majesty  in  close 
conversation  with  John  Cummin  Earl  of 
Athol ;  who  had  persuaded  him,  the  dis- 
aster at  Dunbar  was  decisive  ;  and  that 
if  he  wished  to  save  his  life,  he  must  im- 
mediately go  to  the  King  of  England, 
then  at  Montrose,  and  surrender  himself 
to  his  mercy.  (b) 

"  Douglas  tried  to  alter  Baliol's  resolu- 
tion, but  without  effect.  The  King 
only  wept  at  the  picture  our  friend  drew 
of  the  miseries  to  which  his  flight  would 
abandon  Scotland  j  he  could  not  return 
any  reasonable  answers  to  the  arguments 
which  were  offered  to  induce  him  to  re- 
main, but  continued  to  repeat,  with 
groans  and  tears,  It  is  my  fate.  Athol  sat 
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knitting  his  black  brows  during  this  con- 
versation ;  and  at  last,  throwing  out  some 
sullen  remarks  to  Lord  Douglas,  on 
exhorting  the  King  to  defy  his  liege  lord, 
he  abruptly  left  the  room. 

"  As  soon  as  he  was  gone,  Baliol  rose 
from  his  seat  with  a  very  anxious  coun- 
tenance, and  taking  my  patron  into  an 
adjoining  room,  they  continued  there  a 
few  minutes,  and  then  re-entered  ;  Dou- 
glas, bearing  with  him  this  iron  box. 
Monteith,  said  he,  /  confide  this  to  your 
care.  Putting  the  box  under  my  arm, 
and  concealing  it  with  my  cloak,  he 
added,  Carry  it  directly  to  my  castle  in 
Lanarkshire.  I  mil  rejoin  you  there  in 

four-and>twenty  hours  after  your  arrival 
Meanwhile,  by  your  affection  for  me,   and 

fidelity  to  your  King,  breathe  not  a  word 
of  what  has  passed, 

"Look  on  this,  and  be  faithful!  said 
Baliol,  putting  this  ruby  ring  on  my  fin- 
ger. I  withdrew,  with  the  haste  his  look 
dictated;  and,  as  I  crossed  the  outward 
hall,  was  met  by  Athol.  He  eyed  me 
sternly,  and  enquired  whither  I  was 
going.  I  replied,  « To  Douglas,  to  pre- 
pare for  the  coming  of  its  lord.5  The 
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hall  was  full  of  armed  men  in  AthoPs 
colours.  Not  one  of  the  remnant  who 
had  followed  my  patron  from  the  bloody 
field  of  Dunbar  was  visible.  Athol 
looked  round  on  his  myrmidons  :  Here, 
cried  he,  see  that  you  speed  this  fellow 
on  his  journey.  We  shall  provide  lodg- 
ings for  his  master.  I  foresaw  danger  to 
Lord  Douglas  ;  but  I  durst  not  attempt 
to  warn  him  of  it ;  and  to  secure  my 
charge,  which  a  return  to  the  room  might 
have  hazarded,  I  hastened  into  the  court- 
yard, and  being  permitted  to  mount  my 
horse,  set  off  on  full  speed. 

"  On  arriving  at  this  place,  I  remem- 
bered that  secret  closet,  and  carefully 
depoited  the  box  within  it.  A  week 
passed  without  any  tidings  of  Lord 
Douglas.  At  last  a  pilgrim  appeared  at 
the  gate,  and  requested  to  see  me  alone  ; 
fearing  nothing  from  a  man  in  so  sacred 
a  habit,  I  admitted  him.  Presenting  me 
with  a  packet,  which  had  been  intrusted 
to  him  by  Lord  Douglas,  he  told  me,  my 
patron  had  been  forcibly  carried  on  board 
a  vessel  at  Montrose,  to  be  conveyed  with 
the  unhappy  Baliol  to  the  tower  of  Lon- 
don. Douglas,  on  this  outrage,  sent  to 
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the  monastery  at  Aberbrothick,  and  un- 
der a  pretence  of  making  a  religous  con- 
fession before  he  sailed,  begged  a  visit 
from  the  sub-prior.  /  am  that  prior, 
continued  the  pilgrim  ;  and  having  been 
born  on  the  Douglas  lands,  he  well  knew 
the  claim  he  had  to  my  fidelity.  He  gave 
me  this  packet,  and  conjured  me  to  lose  no 
time  in  conveying  it  to  you.  The  task  was 
difficult ;  and,  as  in  these  calamitous  sea- 
sons we  hardly  know  whom  to  trust,  I 
determined  to  execute  it  myself. 

"  I  inquired  whether  Lord  Douglas 
had  actually  sailed.  'Yes,  replied  the 
father,  /  stood  on  the  beach  till  the  ship 
disappeared.9' 

A  half-stifled  groan  burst  from  the  in- 
dignant breast  of  Wallace.  It  interrupted 
Monteith  for  an  instant ;  but,  without 
noticing  it,  he  proceeded. 

"Not  only  the  brave  Douglas  was 
then  wrested  from  his  county,  with  our 
King,  but  also  that  holy  pillar  of  Jacob  (c), 
which  prophets  have  declared  the  palla- 
dium of  Scotland!" 

"What?"  inquired  Wallace,  with  a 
yet  darker  frown,  "has  Baliol  robbed 
Scotland  of  that  trophy  of  one  of  her 
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best  kings  ?  Is  the  sacred  gift  of  Fergus, 
to  be  made  the  spoil  of  a  coward  ?" 

"  Baliol  is  not  the  robber,"  rejoined 
Monteith :  "  the  hallowed  pillar  was 
taken  from  Scone,  by  the  command  of 
the  King  of  England ;  and  with  the 
sackings  of  Ion  a,  was  carried  on  board 
the  same  vessel  with  the  betrayed  Dou- 
glas. The  archives  of  the  kingdom  have 
also  been  torn  from  their  sanctuary  ;  and 
were  thrown  by  Edward's  own  hands 
into  the  fire." 

"  Tyrant !"  murmured  Wallace,  "thou 
may'st  fill  the  cup  too  full !" 

"  His  depredations,"  continued  Mon- 
teith, "the  good  monk  told  me,  have 
been  wide,  as  destructive.  He  has  not 
left  a  parchment,  either  of  public  records, 
or  of  private  annals,  in  any  of  the  mo- 
nasteries or  castles  around  Montrose  ;  all 
have  been  searched  and  plundered.  And, 
besides,  the  faithless  Earl  of  March,  and 
Lord  Soulis,  are  such  parricides  of  their 
country,  as  to  ha\7e  performed  the  like 
robberries,  in  his  name,  from  the  eastern 
shores  of  the  Highlands,  to  the  farthest 
of  the  Western  Isles."  (d) 

"  Do  the  traitors  think,"  cried  Wai- 
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lace,  "  that  by  robbing  Scotland  of  her 
annals,  and  of  that  stone,  they  really  de- 
prive her  of  her  palladium  ?  Scotland's 
history,  is  in  the  memories  of  her  sons  ; 
her  palladium,  is  in  their  hearts ;  and  Ed- 
ward may  one  day  find  that  she  remem- 
bers the  victory  of  Largs  (c),  and  needs 
not  talismans  to  give  her  freedom." 

"  AJas !  not  in  our  time  I"  answered 
Monteith.  "  The  spear  is  at  our  breasts, 
and  we  must  submit.  You  see,  this 
castle  is  full  of  Edward's  soldiers !  Every 
house  is  a  garrison  for  England,  —  but 
more  of  this  by-and-by ;  I  have  yet  to 
tell  you  the  contents  of  the  packet  which 
the  monk  brought.  It  contained  two 
others.  One  directed  to  Sir  James  Dou- 
glas at  Paris,  and  the  other  to  me.  I 
read  as  follows :  — 

"Athol  has  persuaded  Baliol  to  his 
ruin,  and  betrayed  me  into  the  hands  of 
Edward.  I  shall  see  Scotland  no  more. 
Send  the  enclosed  to  my  son  at  Paris ; 
it  will  inform  him  what  is  the  last  wish 
of  William  Douglas,  for  his  country. 
The  iron  box  I  confided  to  you,  guard 
as  your  life,  until  you  can  deposit  it  with 
my  son.  But  should  he  remain  abroad, 
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and  you  ever  be  in  extremity,  commit 
the  box  in  strict  charge  to  the  worthiest 
Scot  you  know  ;  and  tell  him,  that  it  will 
be  at  the  peril  of  his  soul,  who  dares  to  open 
it,  till  Scotland  be  again  free  !  When  that 
hour  comes,  then  let  the  man  by  whose 
valour  God  restores  her  rights,  receive 
the  box  as  his  own  ;  for  by  him  only,  is 
it  to  be  opened.  DOUGLAS." 

Monteith  finished  reading  the  letter, 
and  remained  silent.  Wallace,  who  had 
listened  to  it  with  increasing  indignation 
against  the  enemies  of  Scotland,  spoke 
first :  —  "  Tell  me,  in  what  I  can  assist 
you  ;  or  how  serve  these  last  wishes  of 
the  imprisoned  Douglas  ?" 

Monteith  replied,  by  reading  over  again 
this  sentence,  —  should  my  son  remain 
abroad,  and  you  ever  be  in  extremity,  com- 
mit the  box  in  strict  charge  to  the  worthiest 
Scot  you  know.  —  "I  am  in  that  extre- 
mity now.  Edward,  determined  on  deso- 
lation, when  he  placed  English  governors 
throughout  our  towns  :  and  the  rapacious 
Heselrigge,  his  representative  in  Lanark, 
not  backward  to  execute  the  despot's 
will,  has  just  issued  an  order,  for  the 
houses  of  all  the  absent  chiefs  to  be 
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searched  for  records,  and  secret  corre- 
spondencies. Two  or  three  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood, have  already  gone  through  this 
ordeal ;  but  the  event  has  proved,  that  it 
was  not  papers  they  sought,  but  plunder ; 
and  an  excuse  for  dismantling  the  cas- 
tles, or  occupying  them  with  English 
officers. 

«  A  detachment  of  soldiers  were  sent, 
by  day-break  this  morning,  to  guard  this 
castle,  until  Heselrigge  could  in  person 
be  present  at  the  examination !  This 
ceremony  is  to  take  place  to-morrow  •,  and 
as  Lord  Douglas  is  considered  a  traitor 
to  Edward,  I  am  told  the  place  will  be 
sacked  to  its  walls.  In  such  an  extremity, 
to  you,  noble  Wallace,  as  to  the  worthiest 
Scot  I  know,  I  apply,  to  take  charge  of 
this  box.  Within  the  remote  cliffs  of 
Ellerslie,  it  must  be  safe  ;  and  when  Sir 
James  Douglas  arrives  from  Paris,  to  him 
you  will  resign  it.  Meanwhile,  as  I  can- 
not resist  the  plunderers,  after  delivering 
the  keys  of  the  state-apartments  to  Hes- 
selrigge  to-morrow,  I  shall  submit  to 
necessity,  and  beg  his  permission  to  re- 
tire to  my  lodge  on  Ben  Venu." 

Wallace  made  no  difficulty  in  grant- 
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ing  Monteith's  request ;  and,  there  be- 
ing two  iron  rings  on  each  side  his 
charge,  the  young  chief  took  off  his 
leathern  belt,  and  putting  it  through 
them,  swung  the  box  easily  under  his 
left  arm,  while  covering  it  with  his 
plaid. 

Monteith's  eyes  now  brightened  ;  the 
paleness  left  his  cheek,  and  with  a  firmer 
step,  as  if  suddenly  relieved  of  a  heavy 
load,  he  called  a  servant,  to  prepare 
Sir  William  Wallace's  attendants. 

While  Wallace  shook  him  by  the 
hand,  Monteith,  in  a  low  and  solemn 
voice,  exhorted  him  to  caution  respect- 
ing the  box  :  "  Remember,"  added  he, 
"the  penalty  that  bangs  over  him  who 
looks  into  it." 

"  Be  not  afraid,"  answered  Wallace  ; 
"  even  the  outside  shall  never  be  seen  by 
other  eyes  than  my  own  ;  unless  the  same 
circumstance,  which  now  induces  you, 
mortal  extremity,  should  force  me  to  con- 
fide  it  to  safer  hands." 

"  Beware  of  that !"  exclaimed  Mon- 
teith, "  for  who  is  there,  that  would  ad- 
here to  the  prohibition,  as  I  have  done  ; — 
as  you  will  do?  and,  besides,  as  I  have  no 

VOL.  i*  c 
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doubt  it  contains  holy  relics,  who  knows 
what  new  calamities,  a  sacrilegious  look 
might  bring  upon  our  already-devoted 
country." 

"  Relics  or  no  relics,5*  replied  Wallace, 
"  it  would  be  an  equal  sin  against  good 
faith,  to  invade  what  is  forbidden  :  but, 
from  the  weight,  I  am  rather  inclined  to 
suspect  it  contains  gold  ;  probably  a  trea- 
sure, with  which  the  sordid  Baliol  thinks 
to  compensate  the  hero,  who  may  free  his 
country,  for  all  the  miseries  a  traitor 
King,  and  a  treacherous  usurper,  have 
brought  upon  it." 

"  A  treasure  I"  repeated  Monteith  ; 
"  I  never  thought  of  that  j —  it  is,  in- 
deed, very  heavy !  —  and,  as  we  are  re- 
sponsible for  the  contents  of  the  box,  I 
wish  we  were  certain  of  what  it  contains  ; 
let  us  consider  that  I" 

"  It  is  no  consideration  of  ours  ;"  re- 
turned Wallace.  "  With  what  is  in 
the  box,  we  have  no  concern :  all  we 
have  to  do,  is  to  preserve  the  contents 
unviolated  by  even  our  own  eyes ;  and 
to  that,  as  you  have  now  transferred 
the  charge  to  me,  I  pledge  myself  j  — 
farewell." 
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«£  But  why  this  haste  ?"  rejoined  Mon- 
teith ;  "  indeed,  I  wish  I  had  thought 
stay,  only  a  little," 

"I  thank  you,"  returned  Wallace, 
proceeding  to  the  court-yard ;  "  but  it  is 
now  dark,  and  I  promised  to  be  at  home 
before  the  moon  rises.  If  you  wish  me 
to  serve  you  farther,  I  shall  be  happy 
to  see  you  at  Ellerslie  to-morrow.  My 
Marion  will  have  pleasure  in  entertain- 
ing, for  days  or  weeks,  the  friend  of  her 
husband." 

While  Wallace  spoke,  he  advanced  to 
his  horse,  to  which  he  was  lighted  by  the 
servants  of  the  castle.  A  few  English  sol- 
diers lingered  about  in  idle  curiosity.  As 
he  put  his  foot  in  the  stirrup,  he  held  the 
sword  in  his  hand,  which  he  had  un- 
buckled from  his  side,  to  leave  space  for 
his  charge.  Monteith,  whose  dread  of 
detection  was  ever  awake,  whispered, 
<tr  Your  loosened  weapon  may  excite  suspi- 
cion!" Fear  incurred,  what  it  sought  to 
avoid.  He  hastily  pulled  aside  Wallace's 
plaid,  to  throw  it  over  the  glittering  hilt  of 
the  sword,  and  thus  exposed  the  iron  box. 
The  light  of  the  torches,  striking  upon 
the  polished  rivets,  displayed  it  to  all 
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eyes ;  but  no  remark  was  made.  Wallace, 
not  observing  what  was  done,  again  shook 
hands  with  Monteith,  and  calling  his 
servants  about  him,  galloped  away.  A 
murmur  was  heard,  as  if  of  some  inten- 
tion to  follow  him  ;  but  deeming  it  pru- 
dent to  leave  the  open  and  direct  road, 
because  of  the  English  marauders  who 
swarmed  there,  he  was  presently  lost 
amid  the  thick  shades  of  Clydesdale. 


CHAP.  IL 

LANARK. 

THE  darknes^  was  almost  impenetrable. 
Musing  on  what  had  passed  with  Mon- 
teith, and  on  the  little  likelihood  of  any 
hero  appearing,  who,  by  freeing  his  coun- 
try, could  ever  claim  the  privilege  of  in- 
vestigating the  mystery  which  was  now 
his  care,  Wallace  rode  on  ;  till  crossing 
the  bridge  of  Lanark,  he  saw  the  rising 
moon  silver  the  tops  of  the  distant  hills  ; 
and  then  his  meditations  embraced  a 


THE   SCOTTISH    CHIEFS.  29 

gentler  subject.  This  was  the  time  he  had 
promised  Marion,  he  should  be  returned  ; 
and  he  had  yet  five  long  miles  to  go,  be- 
fore he  could  reach  the  glen  of  Ellerslie  ! 
He  thought  of  her  being  alone ;  of  watch* 
ing,  with  an  anxious  heart*  the  minutes 
of  his  delay.  Scotland  and  its  wrongs, 
he  now  forgot,  in  the  idea  of  her  whose 
happiness  was  dearer  to  him  than  life. 
He  could  not  achieve  the  deliverance  of 
the  one,  but  it  was  his  bliss  to  preserve 
the  peace  of  the  other  j  and  putting 
spurs  to  his  horse,  under  the  now  bright 
-beams  of  the  moon  he  hastened  through 
the  town. 

Abruptly  turning  an  angle  leading  to 
the  Mouse  river,  a  cry  of  murder  arrested 
his  ear.  He  checked  his  horse,  and 
listened.  The  clashing  of  arms  told  him 
the  sound  had  issued  from  an  alley  to  the 
left.  He  alighted  in  an  instant,  and  draw- 
ing his  sword,  threw  away  the  scabbard  ; 
(prophetic  omen  !)  then,  leaving  his  horse 
with  one  of  his  servants,  hastened  with 
the  other  three  to  the  spot  whence  the 
noise  proceeded. 

On  arriving,  he  discovered  two  men  in 
tartans,  with  their  backs  to  the  opposite 
c  3 
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wall,  furiously  assaulted  by  a  throng  of 
Edward's  soldiers.  At  this  sight,  the 
Scots  who  accompanied  Wallace  were  so 
enraged  that,  blowing  their  bugles  to  en- 
courage the  assailed,  they  joined  hand  to 
hand  with  their  gallant  leader,  and  at- 
tacking the  banditti,  each  man  cut  his 
opponent  to  the  ground. 

Such  unexpected  assistance  re-ani- 
mated the  drooping  strength  of  one  of 
the  two,  from  whom  the  cry  had  issued. 
He  sprung  from  the  wall  with  the  vigour 
of  a  tiger  ;  but  at  the  moment,  received  a 
wound  in  his  back,  which  would  have 
thrown  him  into  the  hands  of  his  enemies, 
had  not  Wallace  caught  him  in  his  left 
arm,  and  with  his  right  cle'ared  the  way, 
while  he  cried  to  his  men  who  were  fight- 
ing near  him  —  "  To  the  Glen  !"  As 
he  spoke,  he  threw  the  now  insensible 
stranger  into  their  arms.  The  other  man, 
whose  voice  had  first  attracted  Wallace, 
at  that  instant  sunk,  covered  with  blood, 
on  the  pavement. 

Two  of  the  servants,  obeying  their 
master,  carried  their  senseless  burthen 
towards  the  horses  ;  but  the  third,  being 
hemmed  in  by  the  furious  soldiers,  could 
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not  move.  Wallace  made  a  passage  to  his 
rescue,  and  effected  it;  but  one  base 
wretch,  while  the  now  wounded  Scot  was 
retreating,  made  a  stroke  which  would 
have  severed  his  head  from  his  body,  had 
not  the  trusty  claymore  (f)  of  Wallace 
struck  down  the  pending  weapon  of  the 
coward,  and  received  his  rushing  body 
upon  its  point.  He  fell  with  bitter  im- 
precations, calling  aloud  for  vengeance. 

A  dreadful  cry  was  now  raised  by  the 
whole  band  of  assassins :  —  "  Murder  !  — 
treason !  — •  Arthur  Heselrigge  is  slain  !" 
The  uproar  became  general.  The  win- 
dows  of  the  adjoining  houses  were  thrown 
open ;  people  armed,  and  unarmed,  issued 
from  their  doors,  and  pressed  forward  to 
inquire  the  cause  of  the  alarm.  Wallace 
was  nearly  overpowered ;  a  hundred 
swords  flashed  in  the  torch-light  j  but  at 
the  moment  he  expected  they  would  be 
sheathed  in  his  heart,  the  earth  gave  way 
under  his  feet,  and  he  sunk  into  utter 
darkness. 

He  fell  upon  a  quantity  of  gathered 
broom  ;  and  concluding  that  the  weight 
of  the  thronging  multitude  had  burst  his 
way  through  the  arch  of  a  cellar,  he 
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sprung  on  his  feet :  and  though  he  heard 
the  curses  of  several  wretches,  who  had 
fallen  with  him,  and  fared  worse,  he  made 
but  one  step  to  a  half-opened  door, 
pointed  out  to  him  by  a  gleam  from  an 
inner  passage.  The  men  uttered  a  shout, 
as  they  saw  him  darken  the  light  which 
glimmered  through  it ;  but  they  were  in- 
capable of  pursuit;  and  Wallace,  aware 
of  his  danger,  darting  across  the  adjoining 
apartment,  burst  open  a  window,  and 
leaped  out  at  the  foot  of  the  Lanark  hills. 
The  oaths  of  the  soldiers,  enraged  at 
his  escape,  echoed  in  his  ears,  till  distance 
sunk  them  into  hoarse  murmurs.  He 
pursued  his  way  over  the  craigs ;  through 
the  valley,  and  across  the  river,  to  the 
cliffs  which  embattle  the  garden  of  El- 
lerslie.  Springing  on  the  projecting  point 
of  the  nearest,  he  leaped  into  a  thicket 
of  honey-suckles.  This  was  the  favour- 
ite  bower  of  his  Marion  !  The  soft  per- 
fume,  as  it  saluted  his  senses,  seemed 
to  breathe  peace  and  safety  ;  and  as  he 
emerged  from  its  fragrant  embrace,  he 
walked  with  a  calmer  step  towards  the 
house.  He  approached  the  door,  which 
led  into  the  garden.  It  was  open.  He 
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beheld  his  beloved,  leaning  over  a  couch, 
on  which  was  laid  the  person  he  had  res- 
cued. Halbert  was  dressing  his  wounds. 

Wallace  paused  for  a  moment,  to  con- 
template his  lovely  wife,  in  this  more 
lovely  act  of  charity.  Her  beautiful  hands 
held  a  cup  to  the  lips  of  the  stranger  j 
while  her  long  hair,  escaped  from  its  band, 
fell  in  jetty  ringlets,  and  mingled  with  his 
silver  locks. 

"  Marion !"  exclaimed  the  overflowing 
soul  of  her  husband.  She  looked  up  at 
the  well-known  sound,  and  with  a  cry  of 
joy  rushing  forward,  threw  herself  into 
his  arms :  her  tears  flowed,  she  sobbed  — 
she  clung  to  his  breast.  It  was  the  first 
time  Wallace  had  been  from  her  j  she 
had  feared  it  would  have  been  the  last. 
The  hour  —  the  conflict  —  the  bleeding 
stranger !  But  now  he  was  returned  — 
he  was  safe  ! 

"  Art  thou  indeed  here  ?"  exclaimed 
she.  — Blood  fell  from  his  forehead,  upon 
her  face  and  bosom ;  "  O  my  Wallace !" 
cried  she,  in  agony. 

"  Fear  not,  my  love !  all  is  well,  since 
the  wounded  stranger  is  safe." 

"  But  you  bleed!"  returned  she.  —No 
c  5 
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tears  now  impeded  her  voice.  Terror 
had  checked  their  joyful  currents ;  and 
she  felt  as  if  she  expected  the  life-blood 
to  issue  from  the  wound  on  which  she 
gazed. 

"  I  hope  my  preserver  is  not  mortally 
hurt  ?"  inquired  the  stranger, 

"Oh,  no,"  replied  Wallace,  putting 
back  the  hair  from  his  forehead ;  "a 
mere  trifle  I"  —  That  the  action  had  dis- 
covered the  gash  to  be  wider  than  he 
thought,  he  saw  in  the  countenance 
of  his  wife !  She  turned  deadly  pale. 
"Marion,"  said  he,  "  to  convince  you 
how  causeless  are  your  fears,  you  shall 
cure  me  yourself;  and  with  no  other 
surgery  than  your  girdle !" 

When  Lady  Wallace  heard  his  gay 
tone,  and  saw  the  unforced  smiles  on 
his  lips,  she  took  courage  ;  and,  remem- 
bering the  deep  wounds  of  the  stranger, 
which  she  had  just  assisted  to  dress,  with- 
out  any  alarm  for  his  life,  she  began  to 
hope  that  she  need  not  now  fear  for  the 
object  dearest  to  her  in  existence.  Rising 
from  her  husband's  arms,  with  a  languid 
smile  she  unbound  the  linen  fillet  from 
her  waist  j  and  Halbert  having  poured 
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some  balsam  into  the  wound,  she  pre- 
pared to  apply  the  bandage  ;  but  when 
she  lifted  her  husband's  hair  from  his 
temple  —  that  hair,  which  had  so  often 
been  the  object  of  her  admiration,  as  it 
hung  in  shining  masses  over  his  arching 
brows !  —  when  the  clotted  blood  met 
her  fingers,  a  mist  seemed  to  pass  over 
her  sight :  she  paused  for  a  moment  j  but 
rallying  her  strength,  as  the  cheerful 
sound  of  his  voice,  conversing  with  his 
guest,  assured  her  fear  was  groundless, 
she  tied  the  fillet  ;  and,  stealing  a  soft 
kiss  on  his  cheek  when  she  finished, 
seated  herself,  yet  trembling,  by  his  side. 

"  Gallant  Wallace  !"  continued  the 
stranger ;  agitation  had  prevented  her 
hearing  what  had  preceded  this  ;  "  it  is 
Donald  Earl  of  Mar,  who  owes  his  life 
to  you." 

"  Then  blest  be  my  arm,"  exclaimed 
Wallace,  "  that  has  preserved  a  life  so 
precious  to  my  country  !" 

"  May  it  indeed  be  blest !"  cried  Lord 
Mar,  "  for  this  night  it  has  made  the 
Southrons  (g)  feel,  there  is  yet  one  man 
in  Scotland,  who  does  not  fear  to  resist 
oppression,  and  to  punish  treachery." 
c  6 
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"What  treachery?"  inquired  Lady 
Wallace,  her  alarmed  spirit  still  hovering 
about  her  soul's  far  dearer  part :  "  is  any 
meant  to  my  husband?" 

"  None  to  Sir  William  Wallace,  more 
than  to  any  other  brave  Scot  j"  replied 
the  Earl :  "  but  we  all  see  the  oppres- 
sion of  our  country ;  we  all  know  the 
treachery,  by  which  it  was  subjugated j 
and  this  night,  in  my  own  person,  I  have 
felt  the  effects  of  both.  The  English, 
at  Lanark,  dispatched  a  body  of  men 
to  Bothwell  castle,  (where  my  family 
now  are)  on  a  plea,  that  as  its  lord  is 
yet  absent,  the^y  presume  he  is  adverse 
to  Edward;  and  therefore,  they  must 
search  his  dwelling  for  documents  to 
settle  the  point.  Considering  myself 
the  representative  of  my  brother-in-law, 
Lord  Bothwell ;  and  suspecting  that  this 
might  be  only  a  private  marauding 
party,  I  refused  to  admit  the  soldiers ; 
and  saw  them  depart,  swearing  to  return 
the  next  day  with  a  stronger  force, 
and  -storm  the  castle.  To  be  ascer- 
tained of  their  commission,  and  to  ap- 
peal against  such  unprovoked  tyranny, 
should  it  be  true,  I  followed  the  detach- 
ment to  Lanark. 
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"  I  saw  Heselrigge  the  governor. —  He 
avowed  the  transaction  5  but  awed  by  the 
power  which  he  thinks  I  possess  in  the 
country,  he  consented  to  spare  Bothwell 
while  I  and  my  family  remain  in  it.     It 
being  nearly  dark,  I  took  my  leave,  and 
was  proceeding  towards  my  servants  in 
the  court-yard,  when  a  young  man  ac- 
costed me.     I  recognized  him  to  be  the 
officer  who  had  commanded  the  party  I 
had  driven  from  the  castle.     Heselrigge 
having  told  me  that  he  was  his  nephew, 
I   made   no  hesitation  to  go  back  with 
him,  when  he  informed  me  his  uncle  had 
forgotten  something  of  importance,  and 
begged  me  to   return.     I    followed   his 
steps  ;  but  instead  of  conducting  me  to 
the  room  in  which  I  had  conversed  with 
Heselrigge,  he  led  me  along  a  dark  pas- 
sage into  a  small  apartment,  where,  tell- 
ing me  his  uncle  would  attend  me,  he 
suddenly  retreated  out  of  the  door,  and 
before  I  could  recollect  myself  I  heard 
him  bolt  it  after  him. 

"  I  now  saw  myself  a  prisoner ;  and, 
alarmed  at  what  might  be  intended  to 
my  defenceless  family,  I  made  every 
essay  to  force  the  door,  but  it  was  in 
vain.  Driven  to  despair,  I  remained  in  a 
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state  of  mind  not  to  be  described,  when 
the  bolt  was  undrawn,  and  two  men 
entered,  with  manacles  in  their  hands. 
They  attempted  to  seize  me,  telling  me 
I  was  the  prisoner  of  King  Edward.  I 
listened  not  to  what  they  said,  but  wound- 
ing one  with  my  dagger,  felled  the  other 
to  the  ground ;  and  darting  past  him, 
made  my  way  through  what  passages  I 
cannot  tell,  till  I  found  myself  in  a  street 
leading  from  behind  the  governor's  house. 
I  ran  against  some  one  as  I  rushed  from 
the  portal ;  it  was  my  servant  Neil.  I 
hastily  told  him  to  draw  his  sword  and 
follow  me.  We  then  hurried  forward  ; 
he,  telling  me,  he  had  stepped  out  to  ob- 
serve the  night,  while  the  rest  of  my 
men  were  awaiting  me  in  the  house, 
wondering  at  my  delay. 

"  Rejoiced  at  my  escape,  and  fearing 
the  worst  of  consequences  from  the 
treachery  of  Heselrigge,  I  was  hastening 
onward;  determined  to  pursue  my  way 
on  foot  to  the  protection  of  my  fa- 
mily,' when  at  the  turning  of  an  angle 
which  leads  to  the  Bothwell  road,  we 
were  suddenly  surrounded  by  armed 
men.  The  moon  shone  full  on  their 
17 
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faces,  and  I  discovered  they  were  South- 
rons, and  that  young  Heselrigge  was  at 
their  head. 

"  He  aimed  a  blow  at  my  head  with 
his  battle-axe,  and  in  a  voice  of  triumph 
exclaimed  to  his  soldiers,  '  The  plunder 
of  Bothwell,  my  lads!  down  with  its 
lord,  and  all  but  the  lovely  Helen  shall 
be  yours !' 

"In  a  moment,  every  sword  was  di- 
rected towards  me.  They  wounded  me 
in  several  places,  but  the  thought  of  my 
daughter  gave  supernatural  vigour  to  my 
arm,  and  I  defended  myself,  till  the  cries 
of  my  dying  servant  brought  you,  my 
brave  deliverer,  to  my  rescue.  But,  while 
I  am  safe,  perhaps  my  treacherous  pur- 
suer has  marched  towards  Bothwell,  too 
sure  to  commit  the  horrid  violence  he 
meditates :  there  are  none  to  guard  my 
child  but  a  few  domestics,  the  unprac- 
tised sword  of  my  stripling  nephew,  and 
the  feeble  arms  of  my  wife/' 

"  Be  easy  on  that  head,"  interrupted 
Wallace,  "  I  believe  the  infamous  leader 
of  the  banditti  fell  by  my  hand  ;  for  the 
soldiers  made  an  outcry  that  Arthur 
Heselrigge  was  killed  j  and  then  press- 
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ing  on  me  to  take  revenge,  their  weight 
broke  a  passage  into  a  vault,  through 
which  I  escaped — " 

"  Save,  save  yourself,  my  master  I" 
cried  a  man  rushing  in  from  the  garden  ; 
"  you  are  pursued :  save,  save  —  "  while 
he  spoke,  he  fell  insensible  at  Wallace's 
feet.  The  chief  perceived  it  was  Du- 
gald  ;  he  whom  he  had  rescued  from  the 
blow  of  Heselrigge,  and  who,  from  the 
state  of  his  wound,  had  been  thus  long  in 
reaching  Ellerslie. 

Wallace  had  hardly  time  to  give  him 
to  the  care  of  Halbert,  when  the  voice 
of  war  assailed  his  ears.  The  outcry  of 
men  demanding  admittance,  and  the  ter- 
rific sound  of  spears  rattling  against  the 
shields  of  their  owners,  told  the  astonish- 
ed group  within,  that  the  house  was  beset 
by  armed  foes. 

Blood  for  blood!  cried  a  horrid  voice, 
which  penetrated  the  almost  palsied 
senses  of  Lady  Marion ;  vengeance  on 
Wallace,  for  the  murder  of  Heselrigge  ! 

«Tly!  fly !"  cried  she,  looking  wildly 
at  her  husband. 

"  Whither  ?"  answered  he,  supporting 
her  in  his  arms  j  «  Would  this  be  a  mo- 
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ment  to  leave  you,  and  our  wounded 
guest  ?  I  must  meet  them*  " 

"  Not  now,"  cried  Lord  Mar  ;  "  hear 
you  not,  by  the  uproar,  how  numerous 
they  are  ?  Mark  that  shout  ;  they  thirst 
for  blood.  If  you  have  love,  pity,  for 
your  wife,  delay  not  a  moment !  again-^-" 
The  uproar  redoubled ;  and  the  room 
was  instantly  filled  with  shrieking  wo* 
men,  in  their  night-clothes ;  the  at- 
tendants of  Lady  Wallace.  She  lay  al- 
most expiring  on  her  husband's  breast. 

"  O  my  lord,"  cried  the  terrified  crea- 
tures, ringing  their  hands,  "  what  will 
become  of  us  ?  the  Southrons  are  at  the 
gates,  and  we  shall  be  lost  for  ever/' 

"  Fear  not,"  replied  Wallace,  "  retire 
to  your  chambers.  I  am  the  person  they 
seek  ;  none  else  will  meet  with  injury." 

Appeased  by  this  assurance,  the  wo- 
men  retreated  to  their  apartments  ;  and 
Wallace,  turning  to  the  Earl,  who  con- 
tinued to  enforce  the  necessity  of  his 
flight,  repeated,  that  he  would  not  con- 
sent to  leave  his  wife  in  such  a  tumult. 
"  I  entreat  you  to  leave  me,"  cried  she, 
in  an  inarticulate  voice  :  "  Leave  me, 
or  see  me  die  !" 
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As  she  spoke,  there  was  a  violent 
crash,  and  a  tremendous  burst  of  impre- 
cations. Three  of  Wallace's  men  ran 
panting  into  the  room.  Two  of  the  as- 
sailants had  climbed  to  the  hall  window  ; 
they  were  just  thrown  back  upon  the 
cliffs,  and  one  killed.  "  Conceal  your- 
self," said  the  Scots,  to  Wallace,  "  for  in 
a  few  minutes  more,  your  men  will  not 
be  able  to  maintain  the  gates." 

"  Yes,  my  dear  lord,"  cried  Halbert, 
u  there  is  the  dry  well  at  the  end  of  the 
garden  ;  at  the  bottom  of  that  you  will 
be  safe." 

"  By  your  love  for  me,  Wallace;  by 
all  you  owe  to  the  tender  affections  of 
your  grandfather,  hearken  to  him!"  cried 
Lady  Marion,  falling  at  his  feet,  and 
clasping  his  knees  with  energy.  "  I  kneel 
for  my  life,  in  kneeling  for  yours  !  Pity 
the  grey  hairs  of  Sir  Ronald,  whom  your 
untimely  death  would  bring  to  the  grave ! 
—  Pity  your  unborn  child!  —  Fly,  Wal- 
lace, fly, -if  you  would  have  me  live  !"  — 
She  was  pale  and  breathless. 

"  Angel  of  my  life !"  exclaimed  Wal- 
lace, straining  her  to  his  heart,  "  I  obey 
thee.  But  if  the  hand  of  one  of  these 
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desperate  robbers  dares  to  touch  thy  hal- 
lowed person  — " 

"  Think  not  so,  my  lord  !"  interrupted 
Halbert,  "  it  is  you  they  seek.  —  Not 
finding  you,  they  will  be  too  eager  in 
pursuit,  to  molest  your  lady." 

"  I  shall  be  safe,"  whispered  Marion  ; 
"  only  fly  !  While  you  are  here,  their 
shouts  kill  me." 

"  But  thou  shalt  go  with  me,"  returned 
he,  "  the  well  will  contain  us  all.  But 
first  let  our  faithful  Halbert,  and  these 
honest  fellows,  lower  Lord  Mar  into  the 
place  of  refuge.  He  being  the  cause  of 
the  affray,  if  discovered,  would  be  imme- 
diately sacrificed." 

Lord  Mar  acquiesced.  And  while  the 
contention  was  so  loud  without,  as  to 
threaten  the  tearing  down  of  the  walls, 
the  Earl  was  carried  into  the  garden. 
He  was  followed  by  Sir  William  Wallace  ; 
to  whose  arm,  his  wife  yet  fondly  clung. 
At  every  cry  of  the  enemy,  at  every 
shock  they  gave  to  his  yet  impregnable 
gates,  she  breathed  the  shorter,  and  was 
clasped  by  the  lord  of  her  heart  still  more 
closely  to  his  bosom. 

At  the  well-side,  they  found  the  Earl 
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bound  with  the  rope  that  was  to  lower 
him  to  the  bottom.  By  great  care  it  wa$ 
safely  done ;  and  the  cord  being  brought 
up  again,  before  it  was  tied  round  Wai* 
lace,  (for  his  agonized  wife  insisted  he 
should  descend  next,)  he  recollected  that 
the  iron  box  at  his  side  might  hurt  the 
wounded  nobleman,  by  striking  him  in 
his  descent ;  and  unbuckling  it,  he  said 
it  contained  matters  of  great  value*  and 
ordered  it  to  be  lowered  first. 

Lord  Mar,  beneath,  was  releasing  it 
from  the  rope>  when  a  shout  of  triumph 
pierced  their  ears*  A  party  of  the  Eng- 
lish, having  come  round  the  heightSj  had 
leaped  the  wall  of  the  garden,  and  were 
within  a  few  yards  of  the  well.  For  Wal- 
lace to  descend  now,  was  impossible. 
"  That  tree  !"  whispered  Marion,  point- 
ing to  an  oak  near  which  they  stood.  As 
she  spoke,  she  slid  from  his  arms,  and 
along  with  the  venerable  Halbert,  who 
had  seized  her  hand,  disappeared  amid  the 
adjoining  thicket.  The  two  servants  fled 
also. 

Wallace  finding  himself  alone,  the  next 
instant,  like  one  of  his  native  eagles,  was 
looking  down  from  the  towering  top  of 
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the  wood  upon  his  enemies.  -7- They  pass- 
ed beneath  him,  denouncing  vengeance 
upon  the  assassin  of  Arthur  Heselrigge  I 
One,  who  by  the  brightness  of  his  armour 
seemed  to  be  their  leader,  stopped  under 
the  tree,  and  complained  he  had  so  sprain- 
ed his  ancle  in  leaping  the  wall,  he  must 
wait  a  few  minutes  to  recover  himself. 
Several  soldiers  drew  towards  him ;  but 
he  ordered  them  to  pursue  their  duty, 
search  the  house,  and  bring  Wallace  dead 
or  alive  before  him. 

They  obeyed:  but  others,  who  had 
gained  admittance  to  the  tower  through 
the  now  forced  gates,  soon  ran  to  him, 
with  information,  that  the  murderer  could 
no  where  be  found. 

"  But  here  is  a  gay  ladle,"  cried  one, 
"  perhaps  she  can  tell  of  his  hiding- 
place  !"  and  at  that  moment,  Marion, 
with  Halbert,  appeared  amongst  a  band 
of  men.  The  lighted  torches,  which  the 
soldiers  held,  shone  full  on  her  face. 
Though  pale  as  monumental  marble,  the 
exquisite  beauty  of  her  features,  and  the 
calm  dignity  which  commanded  from  her 
eyes,  awed  the  officer  into  respect  and 
admiration. 
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"  Soldiers,  stand  back  !"  cried  he,  ad- 
vancing to  Lady  Wallace  :  "  Fear  not, 
madam !"  As  the  words  passed  his  lips, 
a  flight  of  arrows  flew  into  the  bosom  of 
the  tree.  —  A  piercing  shriek  from  Ma- 
rion was  her  only  answer.  —  "  Hah  !  my 
lady's  falcon!"  cried  Halbert,  alarmed 
for  the  fate  of  his  master.  —  A  sudden 
agitation  of  the  branches,  having  excited 
an  indefinite  suspicion,  in  a  body  of  arch- 
ers who  stood  near,  with  one  impulse 
they  had  discharged  their  arrows  to  the 
spot.  —  Halbert's  ready  excuse,  both  for 
the  disturbance  in  the  tree,  and  his  lady's 
shriek,  was  prompted,  and  warranted 
true,  by  the  appearance  of  a  large  bird, 
which  the  rushing  of  the  arrows  frighted 
from  her  nest ;  she  rose  suddenly  from 
amongst  the  branches,  and  soared  away, 
far  to  the  east,  with  loud  screams.  — - 

All  being  again  still,  Marion  hoped 
that  her  husband  had  escaped  any  mortal 
injury  from  the  arrows  ;  and  turning  with 
recovered  composure  to  the  officer,  heard 
him,  with  a  glow  of  comfort,  reprimand 
his  men  for  daring  to  draw  their  bows 
without  his  orders.  Then  addressing 
her,  "  I  beg  your  pardon,  madam,"  said 
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he;  "  both  for  the  alarm  these  hot-headed 
men  have  occasioned  you,  and  for  the 
violence  they  have  committed,  in  forcing 
one  of  your  sex  and  beauty  before  me. 
Had  I  expected  to  have  found  a  lady 
here,  I  should  have  issued  orders  to 
have  prevented  this  outrage :  but  I  am 
sent  hither  in  quest  of  Sir  William  Wal- 
lace, who,  by  a  mortal  attack  made  on 
the  person  of  the  governor  of  Lanark's 
nephew,  has  forfeited  his  life.  The 
scabbard  of  his  sword,  found  beside  the 
murdered  Heselrigge,  is  an  undeniable 
proof  of  his  guilt.  —  Direct  us  to  find 
him ;  and  not  only  release,  but  the  fa- 
vour of  the  English  monarch  will  await 
your  allegiance." 

"  I  am  Sir  William  Wallace's  wife $" 
returned  the  gentle  Marion,  in  a  firm 
tone  ;  "  and  by  what  authority  you  seek 
him  thus,  and  presume  to  call  him  guilty, 
I  cannot  understand."  — 

"  By  the  authority  of  the  laws,  madam, 
which  he  has  violated." 

"What  laws?"  rejoined  she;  "Sir 
William  Wallace  acknowledges  none  but 
those  of  his  God,  and  his  country.  — 
Neither  of  these  has  he  transgressed!" 
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The  officer  replied,  *<  This  night  he 
assassinated  Arthur  Heselrigge  in  the 
streets  of  Lanark  ;  and  that  condemns 
him,  by  the  last  declaration  of  King  Ed- 
ward  ;  —  Whatever  Scot  maltreats  any  one 
of  the  English  soldiers,  or  civil  officers, 
garrisoned  in  the  towns  of  Scotland,  shall 
thereby  forfeit  his  life,  as  the  penalty  of 
his  crime."  -r 

"  A  tyrant?s  law,  sir,  to  which  no  free 
born  Scot  will  submit !  But  even  were  it 
allowed  by  my  countrymen,  in  this  case, 
it  can  have  no  hold  on  my  husband.  — 
That  he  is  a  Scot  he  glories;  and  not 
that  he  maltreated  any  Englishman  in 
the  streets  of  Lanark,  do  I  glory ;  -—but 
because,  when  he  saw  two  defenceless 
men,  borne  down  by  a  band  of  armed 
soldiers,  he  exposed  his  unshielded  breast 
in  their  defence  !  one  of  the  two  died, 
covered  with  wounds.  That  the  gover- 
nor's nephew  also  fell,  was  a  just  retribu- 
tion for  his  heading  so  unequal  a  contest ; 
and  no  crime  in  Sir  William  Wallace ; 
for  he  slew  him  to  preserve  a  feeble  old 
man,  who  had  a  hundred  English  swords 
Levelled  at  his  life."  — 

The  officer  paused  for  a  moment  5  and 
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then  ordering  his  soldiers  to  fall  farther 
back  ;  when  they  were  at  a  sufficient  dis- 
tance, he  offered  to  take  Lady  Wallace's 
hand.  She  withstood  his  motion  with 
a  reserved  air,  and  said,  "  Speak,  sir, 
what  you  would  say,  or  allow  me  to 
retire."— 

"  I  mean  not  to  offend  you,  noble 
lady,"  continued  he  ;  —  "  had  I  a  wife, 
lovely  as  yourself,  and  I  in  like  circum- 
stances, I  hope,  in  the  like  manner  she 
would  defend  my  life  and  honour.  —  I 
knew  not  the  particulars  of  the  affair  in 
which  Arthur  Heselrigge  fell,  till  I 
heard  them  from  your  lips.  I  can  easily 
credit  them,  for  I  know  his  unmanly 
character.  Wallace  is  a  Scot ;  and  acted 
in  Scotland,  as  Gilbert  Hambledon  would 
have  done  in  England,  were  it  possible 
for  any  vile  foreigner,  there,  to  put  his 
foot  upon  the  neck  of  a  countryman  of 
his.  —  Wherever  you  have  concealed 
your  husband,  let  it  be  a  distant  asylum. 
At  present,  no  track  within  the  ju- 
risdiction of  Lanark,  will  be  left  un- 
searched,  by  the  governor's  indefatigable 
revenge." 

Lady   Wallace,   overcome  with  gratis 
VOL.  i.  D 
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tude  at  this  generous  speech  of  the 
English  officer,  uttered  some  inarticulate 
words,  expressive,  more  in  sound,  than 
clearness,  of  her  grateful  feelings. — Ham- 
bledon  continued  : —  "  I  will  use  my  in- 
fluence with  Heselrigge,  to  prevent  the 
interior  of  your  house  being  disturbed 
again ;  but  it  being  in  the  course  of 
military  operations,  I  cannot  free  you 
from  the  disagreeable  ceremony  of  a 
guard  being  placed  to-morrow  morning 
round  the  domains.  —  This,  I  know,  will 
be  done  to  intercept  Sir  William  Wallace, 
should  he  attempt  to  return." 

"  O !  that  he  were  indeed  far  dis- 
tant !"  thought  the  anxious  Marion.  The 
officer  then,  added  :  —  "  However,  you 
shall  be  relieved  of  my  detachment  di- 
rectly." And  as  he  spoke,  he  waved  his 
sword  to  them  who  had  seized  the  har- 
per. They  advanced,  still  holding  their 
prisoner.  He  ordered  them  to  commit 
the  man  to  him,  and  to  sound.  The 
trumpeter  obeyed  ;  and  in  a  few  seconds 
the  whole  detachment  were  assembled 
before  their  commander. 

«  Soldiers  !"    cried  he  ;  "  Sir  William 
Wallace  has  escaped  our  hands.     Mount 
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your  horses,  that  we  may  return  to  La- 
nark, and  search  the  other  side  of  the 
town.  Lead  forth,  and  I  will  follow." 

The  troops  obeyed ;  and  falling  back 
through  the  opened  gates,  left  Sir  Gil- 
bert Hanibledon  alone  with  Lady  Wal- 
lace, and  the  wondering  Halbert.  The 
brave  young  man  took  the  now  no  longer 
withdrawn  hand  of  the  grateful  Marion, 
who  had  stood  trembling,  while  so  many 
of  her  husband's  mortal  enemies  were 
assembled  under  the  place  of  his  con- 
cealment. 

"  Noble  Englishman,"  said  she,  as  the 
last  body  of  soldiers  passed  from  her 
sight,  "  I  cannot  enough  thank  you,  for 
this  generous  conduct!  but,  should  you, 
or  yours,  be  ever  in  the  like,  extremity 
with  my  beloved  Wallace  ;  (and  in  these 
tyrannous  times,  what  brave  spirit  can 
answer  for  its  continued  safety  ?)  may  the 
ear  which  has  heard  you  this  night,  at 
that  hour  repay  my  gratitude  !" 

"  Sweet  lady,"  answered  Hambledon, 
"  I  thank  you  for  your  prayer.  God  is 
indeed  the  benefactor  of  a  true  soldier : 
and  though  I  serve  my  King  and  obey  my 
commanders,  yet  it  is  only  to  the  Lord  of 
D  2 
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battles,  that  I  look  for  a  sure  reward. 
And  whether  he  pay  me  here,  with  vic- 
tories and  honours,  or  take  my  soul 
through  a  rent  in  my  breast,  to  receive 
my  laurel  in  paradise,  it  is  all  one  to 
Gilbert  Hambledon.  —  But  the  night  is 
cold  :  I  must  see  you  safe  within  your 
own  doors  ;  and  then,  lady,  farewell !" 

Lady  Wallace  yielded  to  the  impulse 
of  his  hand,  and  with  redoubled  haste,  as 
she  heard  another  rustling  in  the  tree 
above  her  head.  Hambledon  did  not 
notice  it ;  but  desiring  Halbert  to  fbl- 
Ipw,  in  a  few  minutes  disappeared  with 
the  agitated  Marion  into  the  house. 

Wallace,  whose  spirit  could  ill  brook 
the  sight  of  his  domains  filled  with  hostile 
troops,  and  the  wife  of  his  bosom  brought 
a  prisoner  before  their  commander,  would 
instantly  have  braved  all  dangers,  and 
have  leaped  down  amongst  them  ;  but  at 
the  instant  he  placed  his  foot  on  a  lower 
bough  to  make  a  spring,  the  courteous 
address  of  Hambledon  to  his  wife,  had 
made  him  hesitate.  He  listened  to  the 
replies  of  his  Marion  with  Exultation  ; 
and  when  the  Englishman  ordered  his 
men  to  withdraw,  and  delivered  himself 
so  generously  respecting  the  safety  of  the 
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iman  he  came  to  seize,  Wallace  could 
hardly  prevent  a  brave  confidence  in  such 
virtue,  from  compelling  him  to  come 
from  his  concealment,  and  thank  his  no- 
ble enemy,  on  the  spot.  But  a  consider- 
ation that  such  disclosure  would  put  the 
military  duty,  and  the  generous  mature  of 
the  officer,  at  variance,  he  desisted  with 
such  an  agitation  of  spirits,  that  the  boughs 
had  again  shook  under  him,  and  re- 
awakened the  alarm  of  his  trembling  wife. 

"  Omnipotent  Virtue  !"  exclaimed 
Wallace  to  himself;  "if it  were  possible 
that  thy  generous  spirit  could  animate 
the  breast  of  an  invading  conqueror,  how 
soon  would  the  vanquished  cease  to  for- 
get their  former  freedom,  and  learn  to 
love  their  vassalage.  —  This  man's  noble- 
ness, how  soon  has  it  quenched  the  flame 
of  vengeance,  with  which,  when  I  ascended 
this  tree,  I  prayed  for  the  extirpation  of 
every  follower  of  Edward  !" 

"  Sir  William  !  my  master !"  cried  a 
well-known  voice,  in  a  suppressed  tone, 
as  if  still  fearful  of  being  overheard.  It 
was  Halbert's :  "  Speak,  my  dear  lord, 
are  you  safe  ?" 

"  In  heart  and  body  !"  returned  Wal- 
D  3 
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lace,  sliding  from  the  tree,  and  leaping 
on  the  ground  :  —  "  One  only  of  the 
arrows  touched  me  \  and  that  merely 
striking  my  bugle,  fell  back  amongst  the 
leaves.  I  must  now  hasten  to  the  dear- 
est, the  noblest  of  women  I" 

Halbett  begged  him  to  stay,  till  they 
should  hear  the  retreat  from  the  English 
trumpets.  "  Till  their  troops  are  out  of 
sight,"  added  he,  "  I  cannot  believe  you 
safe." 

"  Hark  I"  cried  Wallace ;  "  the  horses 
are  now  descending  the  craig.  That  must 
satisfy  you,  honest  Halbert."  With  these 
words  he  flew  across  the  lawn,  and  en- 
tering the  house,  met  the  returning 
Marion,  who  had  just  bade  farewell  to 
Hambledon.  — She  rushed  into  his  arms, 
and  with  the  excess  of  a  disturbed  and 
uncertain  joy,  fainted  on  his  neck.  Her 
gentle  spirit  had  been  too  powerfully  ex- 
cited by  the  preceding  scenes.  Unaccus- 
tomed to  tumult  of  any  kind,  and  nursed 
in  the  bosom  of  fondness  ;  till  now,  no 
blast  had  blown  on  her  tender  form,  no 
harshness  had  ever  ruffled  the  blissful 
senerity  of  her  mind.  What  then  was  the 
shock  of  this  evening's  violence  I  Her 
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husband,  pursued  as  a  murderer  ;  herself 
exposed  to  the  midnight  air,  and  dragged 
by  the  hands  of  merciless  soldiers  to 
betray  the  man  she  loved!  All  these 
scenes  were  new  to  her :  and  though  a 
kind  of  preternatural  strength  had  sup- 
ported her  through  them,  yet  when  the 
cause  of  immediate  exertion  was  over ; 
when  she  fell  once  more  into  her  hus- 
band's extended  arms,  she  seemed  there 
to  have  found  again  her  shelter,  and  the 
pillow  whereon  her  harassed  soul  might 
repose. 

"  My  life !  my  best  treasure  !  preserver 
of  thy  Wallace !  look  on  him  !"  exclaimed 
he :  "  Bless  him  with  a  smile  from  those 
dear  eyes." 

His  voice,  his  caresses,  soon  restored 
her  to  sensibility,  and  recollection.  She 
wept  on  his  breast,  and  with  love's  own 
eloquence,  thanked  heaven  that  he  had 
escaped  the  search,  and  the  arrows  of  his 
enemies. 

"  But  my  dear  lady,"  interrupted  Hal- 
bert;  "remember,  my  master  must  not 
stay  here.  You  know  the  English  com- 
mander said,  he  must  fly  far  away. — 
D  4 
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Nay,  spies  may  even  now  be  lurking  to 
betray  him." 

•"  You  are  right,"  cried  she.  "  My  Wal- 
lace, you  must  depart.  Should  the  guard 
arrive  soon,  your  flight  may  be  prevented. 
You  must  go  now  :  — but,  oh,  whither  ?" 

"  Not  very  distant,  my  love.  —  In 
going  from  thee,  I  leave  behind  all  that 
makes  life  precious  to  me  ;  how  then  can 
I  go  far  away  ?  No  ;  there  are  recesses 
amongst  the  Cartlane  craigs,  I  discovered 
while  hunting,  and  which  I  believe  have 
been  visited  by  no  mortal  foot  but  my 
own.  There  will  I  be,  my  Marion,  before 
sun-rise ;  and  before  it  sets,  thither  must 
you  send  Halbert,to  tell  me  how  you  fare. 
Three  notes  from  thine  own  sweet  strains 
of  Thusa  ha  measg  na  reultan  mor,  (*) 
blown  by  his  pipe,  shall  be  a  sign  to  me 
that  he  is  there  ;  and  I  will  come  forth, 
to  hear  tidings  of  thee." 

"Ah,  my  Wallace,  let  «ie  go  with 
thee !" 

"What,  dearest,"  returned  he,  "to 
live  amidst  rocks  and  streams !  to  expose 
thy  tender  self,  and  thine  unborn  infant, 
to  all  the  -accidents  of  such  a  lodging  !" 

"  But  are  not  you  going  to  so  rough. 
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so  dangerous  a  lodging  ?"  asked  she : 
O !  would  not  rocks  and  streams  be 
heaven's  paradise  to  me,  when  blessed 
with  the  presence  of  my  husband  ?  Ah  •' 
let  me  go !" 

"  Impossible,  my  lady,"  cried  Halbert ; 
afraid  that  the  melting  heart  of  his  master 
would  consent :  "  you  are  safe  here  ;  and 
your  flight  would  awaken  suspicion  in  the 
English,  that  he  had  not  gone  far.  — Your 
case  and  safety  are  dearer  to  him  than  his 
own  life  ;  and  most  likely  by  his  cares  to 
preserve  them,  he  would  be  traced  ;  and 
so  fall  a  ready  sacrifice  to  the  enemy.*'  . , 

"  It  is  true,  my  Marion  j  1  could  not 
preserve  you,  in  the  places  to  which  I 

go-" 

"  But  the  hardships  you  will  endure  !" 
cried  she  ;  "  to  sleep  on  the  cold  stones  ; 
with  no  covering  but  the  sky,  or  the  drip- 
ping vault  of  some  dreary  cave  !  I  have 
not  courage  to  abandon  you  alone,  to 
such  cruel  rigours/' 

"  Cease,  my  beloved  !"  interrupted  lie, 
"  cease  these  groundless  alarms.  Neither 
rocks  nor  storms  have  any  threats  to  me. 
It  is  only  tender  woman's  cares,  that 
make  man's  body  delicate.  Before  I 
D  5 
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was  thine,  my  Marion,  I  have  lain  whole 
nights  upon  the  mountain's  brow,  count- 
ing the  wintry  stars,  as  I  impatiently 
awaited  the  hunter's  horn  that  was  to 
recall  me  to  the  chase  in  Glenfinlass* 
Alike  to  Wallace  is  the  couch  of  down,  or 
the  bed  of  heather  -,  so,  best  beloved  of 
my  heart,  grieve  not  at  hardships  which 
were  once  my  sport,  and  will  now  be  my 
safety." 

"  Then  farewell  I  May  good  angels 
guard  thee !"  Her  voice  failed  ;  she  put 
his  hand  to  her  lips.  "  Courage,  my 
Marion,"  said  he,  "  remember  that  Wal- 
lace lives  but  in  thee.  Revive,  be  happy 
for  my  sake ;  and  God,  who  putteth  down 
the  oppressor,  will  restore  me  to  thine 
arms."  She  spoke  not,  but  rising  from 
his  breast,  clasped  her  hands  together, 
and  looked  up  with  an  expressioa  of  fer- 
vent prayer  5  then  smiling  through  a 
shower  of  tears,  she  waved  her  hand  to 
him  to  depart,  and  instantly  disappeared 
into  her  own  chamber. 

Wallace  gazed  at  the  closed  door,  with 
his  soul  in  his  eyes.  To  leave  his  Marion 
thus  ;  to  quit  her,  who  was  the  best  part 
of  his  being  5  who  seemed  the  very  spring 
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of  the  life,  now  throbbing  in  his  heart ; 
was  a  contention  with  his  fond,  fond  love, 
almost  too  powerful  for  his  resolution. 
Here  indeed  his  brave  spirit  gave  way  ; 
and  he  would  have  followed  her,  and  per- 
haps have  determined  to  await  his  fate 
at  her  side,  had  not  Halbert,  reading  his 
mind  in  his  countenance,  taken  him  by 
the  arm,  and  drawn  him  towards  the 
portal. 

Wallace  soon  recovered  his  better 
reason  ;  and  obeying  the  friendly  violence 
of  his  servant,  accompanied  him  through 
the  garden,  to  the  quarter  which  pointed 
towards  the  heights  that  lead  to  the  re- 
motest recesses  of  the  Clyde.  In  their 
way  they  approached  the  well  wher.e  Lord 
Mar  lay.  Finding  that  the  Earl  had  not 
been  enquired  for,  Wallace  deemed  his 
stay  to  .be  without  peril ;  and  intending 
to  inform  him  of  the  necessity  which  still 
impelled  his  own  flight,  he  called  to  him, 
but  no  voice  answered.  He  looked  down, 
and  seeing  him  extended  on  the  bottom, 
without  motion  ;  "  I  fear,"  said,  he,"  the 
Earl  is  dead.  As  soon  as  I  am  gone,  and 
you  can  collect  the  dispersed  servants, 
send  one  into  the  well  to  bring  him  forth  ;. 
D  t> 
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and  if  he  be  indeed  no  more,  deposit  his 
body  in  my  oratory,  till  you  can  receive 
his  widow's  commands  respecting  his  re- 
mains. The  iron  box,  now  in  the  well, 
is  of  inestimable  value.  Take  it  to  Lady 
Wallace,  and  tell  her,  she  must  guard  it, 
as  she  has  done  my  life  ;  but  not  to  look 
into  it,  at  the  peril  of  what  is  yet  dearer 
to  her  —  my  honour." 

Halbert  promised  to  adhere  to  his  mas- 
ter's orders :  and  Wallace  girding  on  his 
sword,  and  taking  his  hunting  spear  (with 
which  the  care  of  his  venerable  domestic 
had  provided  him),  he  pressed  the  faith- 
ful hand  that  presented  it ;  and  again 
enjoining  him  to  be  watchful  of  the 
tranquillity  of  his  lady ;  and  to  be  with 
him  in  the  evening,  near  the  Corie  Lin ; 
he  climbed  the  wall,  and  was  out  of  sight 
in  an  instant. 


CHAP.  III. 

•**.>;•    c-.    '  '  .       x  '  ; :     , 

ELLERSLIE. 

HALBERT  returned  to  the  house ;  and 
entering  the  room    softly,   into    which 


THE    SCOTTISH    CHIEFS.  6l 

Marion  had  withdrawn,  beheld  her  on  her 
knees  before  a  crucifix  :  she  was  praying 
for  the  safety  of  her  husband. 

"May  he,  O  gracious  Lord  1"  cried 
she,  "  soon  return  to  his  home.  But  if  I 
am  to  see  him  here  no  more,  O  may  it 
please  thee  to  grant  me  to  meet  him 
within  thy  arms  in  heaven  1" 

"  Hear  her,  blessed  son  of  Mary !" 
ejaculated  the  old  man.  She  looked  round, 
and  rising  from  her  knees,  demanded  of 
him,  in  a  kind  but  anxious  voice,  whether 
he  had  left  her  lord  in  security. 

"  In  the  way  to  it,  my  lady!"  answered 
Halbert.  He  repeated  all  that  Wallace 
had  said  at  parting :  and  then  tried  to 
prevail  on  her  to  go  to  rest.  "  Sleep  can- 
not visit  my  eyes  this  night,  my  faithful 
creature,"  replied  she  ;  "  my  spirit  will 
follow  Wallace  in  his  mountain-fight.  Go 
you  to  your  chamber.  After  you  have 
had  repose,  that  will  be  time  enough 
to  revisit  the  remains  of  the  poor  Earl, 
and  to  bring  them  with  the  box  to  the 
house.  I  will  take  a  religious  charge  of 
both,  for  the  sake  of  the  dear  intruster." 
Halbert  persuaded  his  lady  to  lie  down 
on  the  bed,  that  her  limbs  at  least  might 
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rest  after  the  fatigue  of  so  harassing  a 
night ;  and  she,  little  suspecting  that  he 
meant  to  do  otherwise  than  to  sleep  also, 
kindly  wished  him  repose,  and  retired. 

Her  maids,  during  the  late  terror,  had 
dispersed,  and  were  no  where  to  be  found. 
And  the  men,  too,  after  their  stout  re- 
sistance at  the  gates,  had  all  disappeared  : 
some  fled,  others  were  sent  away  prisoners 
to  Lanark,  while  the  good  Hambledon 
was  conversing  with  their  lady.  Halbert, 
therefore,  resigned  himself,  to  await  with 
patience  the  rising  of  the  sun,  when  he 
hoped  some  of  the  scared  domestics 
would  return  ;  if  not,  he  determined  to 
go  to  the  cotters  who  lived  in  the  depths 
of  the  glen,  and  bring  some  of  them  to 
supply  the  place  of  the  fugitives. 

Thus  musing,  he  sat  on  a  stone-bench 
in  the  hall,  watching  anxiously  the  ap- 
pearance of  that  orb,  whose  setting  beams 
he  hoped  would  light  him  back  with  tid- 
ings of  Sir  William  Wallace,  to  comfort 
the  lonely  heart  of  his  lady.  All  seemed 
at  peace.  Nothing  was  heard  but  the 
sighing  of  the  trees,  as  they  waved  before 
the  western  window,  which  opened  to- 
wards the  Lanark  hills.  The  morning 
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was  yet  grey  ;  and  the  fresh  air  blowing 
in  rather  chilly,  Halbert  rose  to  dose  the 
wooden  shutter  ;  at  that  moment  his  eyes 
were  arrested,  by  a  party  of  armed  men 
in  quick  march  down  the  opposite  de- 
divity.  In  a  few  minutes  more,  their 
heavy  steps  sounded  in  his  ears,  and  he 
saw  the  platform  before  the  house  filled 
with  English.  Alarmed  at  the  sight  of 
such  a  host,  although  he  expected  a  guard 
would  arrive,  he  was  retreating  across  the 
apartment  towards  his  lady's  room,  when 
the  great  hall  door  was  burst  open  by  a 
band  of  soldiers,  who  rushed  forwarded 
seized  him. 

"  Tell  me,  dotard  !"  cried  their  leader  ; 
a  man  of  low  stature,  with  grey  locks,  but 
a  fierce  countenance  ;  "  where  is  the  mur- 
derer ?  Where  is  Sir  William  Wallace  ? 
Speak,  or  the  torture  shall  force  you." 

Halbert  trembled,  but  it  was  for  his 
defenceless  lady,  not  for  himself.  — "  My 
master,"  said  he,  "  is  far  from  this." 

"  Where  ?" 

"  I  know  not." 

"  Thou  shalt  be  made  to  know,  tho.Bi 
hoary-headed  villain!"  cried  the  same 
violent  interrogator,  "  Where  is  the 
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assassin's  wife  ?  I  will  confront  ye  — 
seek  her  out." 

At  that  word  the  soldiers  parted  right 
and  left ;  and  in  a  moment  afterwards, 
three  of  them  appeared  with  shouts, 
bringing  in  the  unhappy  Marion. 

"  Oh,  my  lady  !"  cried  Halbert,  strug- 
gling to  approach  her,  as  with  terrified 
apprehension  she  looked  around  her.  But 
they  held  her  fast  ;  and  he  saw  her  led  up 
to  the  merciless  wretch  who  had  given 
the  orders  to  have  her  summoned. 

"  Woman,"  cried  he,  "  I  am  the  go- 
vernor of  Lanark.  You  now  stand  before 
the  representative  of  the  great  King 
Edward  :  and  on  your  allegiance  to  him, 
and  on  the  peril  of  your  life,  I  command 
you  to  answer  me  three  questions.  Where 
is  Sir  William  Wallace,  the  murderer  of 
my  nephew  ?  Who  is  that  old  Scot,  for 
whom  my  nephew  was  slain  ?  He  and  his 
whole  family  shall  meet  my  vengeance  ! 
And  tell  .me,  where  is  that  box  of  trea- 
sure, which  your  husband  stole  from 
Douglas  castle?  Answer  me  these 
questions,  on  your  life." 

Lady  Wallace  remained  silent. 

"  Speak,  woman  !"   demanded  the  go- 
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vernor.  "  If  fear  cannot  move  you, 
know  that  I  can  reward  as  well  as  avenge. 
I  will  endow  you  richly,  if  you  declare 
the  truth.  If  you  persist  to  refuse,  you 
die." 

"  Then  I  die,"  replied  she,  scarcely 
opening  her  half-closed  eyes,  as  she 
leaned  fainting,  and  motionless,  against 
the  soldier  who  held  her. 

"  What !"  cried  the  governor,  stifling 
his  rage,  in  hopes  to  gain  by  persuasion, 
on  a  spirit,  he  found  threats  could  not 
intimidate  ;  "  can  so  gentle  a  lady,  reject 
the  favour  of  England,  large  grants  in  this 
country,  and  perhaps  a  fmeEngiish  knight 
for  a  husband  ;  when  you  might  have  all 
for  the  trifling  service  of  giving  up  a  trai- 
tor to  his  liege  lord,  and  confessing  where 
his  robberies  lie  concealed  ?  —  Speak,  fair 
dame  ;  give  me  this  information,  and  the 
lands  of  the  wounded  chieftain,  whom 
Wallace  brought  here,  with  the  hand  of 
the  handsome  Sir  Gilbert  Hambledon, 
shall  be  your  reward.  — -  Rich,  and  a 
beauty  in  Edward's  court !  Lady,  can 
you  now  refuse  to  purchase  all,  by  de- 
claring the  hiding-place  of  the  traitor 
Wallace  ?" 
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"  It  is  easier  to  die." 

"  Fool !"  cried  Heselrigge,  driven  from 
his  assumed  temper,  by  her  steady  denial : 
"  What !  is  it  easier  for  these  dainty 
limbs,  to  be  hacked  to  pieces  by  my  sol- 
diers' axes  ?  Is  it  easier  for  that  fair 
bosom,  to  be  trodden  under  foot  by  my 
horses'  hoofs;  and  for  that  beauteous 
head  of  thine,  to  decorate  my  lance  ?  — 
Is  all  this  easier,  than  to  tell  me  where  to 
find  a  murderer  and  his  gold  ?" 

Lady  Wallace  shuddered ;  she  stretched 
her  hands  to  heaven :  "  Blessed  Vir- 
gin, to  thee  I  commit  myself!" 

"  Speak,  once  for  all  !"  cried  the  en- 
raged governor,  drawing  his  sword  ;  "  I 
am  no  waxen-hearted  Hambledon,  to  be 
cajoled  by  your  beauty.  —  Declare  where 
Wallace  is  concealed,  or  dread  my 
vengeance." 

The  horrid  steel  gleamed  across  the 
eyes  of  the  unhappy  Marion  :  unable  to 
sustain  herself,  she  sunk  on  the  ground. 

"  Kneel  not  to  me,  for  mercy,"  cried 
the  infuriate  wretch  ;  "  I  grant  none,  un- 
less you  confess  your  husband's  hiding 
place." 

A  momentary  strength  darted  from  the 
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heart  of  Lady  Wallace,  to  her  voice.  — 
"  I  kneel  to  Heaven  alone  !  and  may  it 
ever  preserve  my  Wallace  from  the  fangs 
of  Edward  and  his  tyrants  !" 

"  Blasphemous    wretch !"    cried    the 
infuriate  Heselrigge,  and  in  that  moment 
he  plunged  his  sword  into  her  defenceless 
breast.     Halbert,  who  had  all  this  time 
been  held  back  by  the  soldiers,  could  not 
believe  that   the  fierce  governor  would 
perpetrate  the  horrid  deed  he  threatened; 
but  seeing  it  done, with  a  giant's  strength, 
and  a  terrible   cry,    he  burst  from  the 
hands  which  held  him  ;  and  had  thrown 
himself  on  the  bleeding  Marion,  before 
her  murderer  could  strike  his  second  blow. 
However  it  fell,  and  pierced  through  the 
neck   of  the  faithful   servant,   before  it 
reached  her  heart.     She  opened  her  dy- 
ing eyes,    and   seeing   who  it  was  that 
would  have  shielded  her  life,  just  articu- 
lated —  "  Halbert  !    my    Wallace  —  to 
God" — and    with    the   last   unfinished 
sentence,  her  pure  soul  took  its  flight  to 
regions  of  eternal  peace. 

The  good  old  man's  heart  almost  burst, 
when  he  felt  that  before-heaving  bosom 
now  motionless ;  and  groaning  with  griefi 


68  THE    SCOTTISH    CHIEFS. 

and  fainting  with  loss  of  blood,  he  sunk 
senseless  on  her  body. 

A  terrible  stillness  was  now  in  the  hall. 
Not  a  man  spoke  ;  all  stood,  looking  on 
each  other,  with  a  stern  horror  marking 
each  pale  countenance.  Heselrigge, 
dropping  his  blood-stained  sword  on  the 
ground,  perceived  by  the  behaviour  of 
his  men,  that  he  had  gone  too  far ;  and 
fearful  of  arousing  the  indignation  of 
awakened  humanity,  to  some  act  against 
himself,  he  addressed  the  soldiers  in  an 
unusual  accent  of  condescension  :  "My 
friends,"  said  he,  "  we  will  now  return 
to  Lanark.  —  To-morrow  you  may  come 
back  ;  for  I  reward  your  services  of  this 
night,  with  the  plunder  of  Ellerslie." 

"  May  a  curse  light  on  him  who  car- 
ries a  stick  from  its  grounds  !"  exclaimed 
a  veteran,  from  the  farther  end  of  the 
hall.  "Amen!"  murmured  all  the  sol- 
diers, with  one  consent ;  and  falling  back, 
they  disappeared,  one  by  one,  out  of  the 
great  door;  leaving  Heselrigge  alone 
with  the  old  soldier,  who  stood  leaning  on 
his  sword,  looking  on  the  murdered  lady. 

"Grimsby!  why  stand  you  there?" 
demanded  Heselrigge:  "Follow  me." 


THE    SCOTTISH    CHIEFS.  69 

"Never,"  returned  the  soldier. 

"What!"  exclaimed  the  governor, 
momentarily  forgetting  his  panic  :  "  dare 
you  speak  thus  to  your  commander? 
March  on  before  me,  this  instant,  or  ex- 
pect to  be  treated  as  a  rebel." 

"  I  march  at  your  command  no  more," 
replied  the  veteran,  eyeing  him  resolute- 
ly ;  "  the  moment  you  perpetrated  this 
bloody  deed,  you  became  unworthy  the 
name  of  man  ;  and  I  should  disgrace  my 
own  manhood,  were  I  ever  again  to  obey 
the  word  of  such  a  monster." 

"  Villain  !"  cried  the  enraged  Hesel- 
rigge,  "  you  shall  die  for  this !" 

"  That  may  be,"  answered  Grimsby, 
"  by  the  hands  of  some  tyrant  like  your- 
self :  but  no  brave  man,  not  the  royal 
Edward,  would  do  otherwise  than  acquit 
his  soldier,  for  refusing  obedience  to  the 
murderer  of  an  innocent  woman.  It  was 
not  so,  he  treated  the  wives  and  daughters 
of  the  slaughtered  Saracens,  when  I  fol- 
lowed his  banners  over  the  fields  of  Pa- 
lestine !" 

-"Thou  canting  miscreant!"  cried 
Heselrigge,  springing  on  him  suddenly, 
and  aiming  his  dagger  at  his  breast.  But 
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the  soldier  arrested  the  weapon  ;  and,  at 
the  same  instant,  closing  upon  the  assas- 
sin, with  a  turn  of  his  foot,  threw  him  to 
the  ground.  Heselrigge  as  he  lay  pros- 
trate,  seeing  his  dagger  in  his  adversary's 
hand,  with  the  most  dastardly  promises 
implored  for  life. 

"Monster!"  cried  the  soldier,  "I 
would  not  pollute  my  honest  hands  with 
such  unnatural  blood.  Neither,  though 
thy  hand  has  been  lifted  against  my  life, 
would  I  willingly  take  thine.  It  is  not 
rebellion  against  my  commander,  that 
actuates  me,  but  hatred  of  the  vilest  of 
murderers.  I  go  far  from  you,  or  your 
power:  but  if  you  forswear  your  volun- 
tary oath,  and  attempt  to  seek  me  out 
for  vengeance,  remember,  it  is  a  soldier 
of  the  cross,  you  pursue  !  and  a  dire  re- 
tribution, shall  be  demanded  by  Heaven, 
at  a  moment  you  cannot  avoid,  and, 
with  a  horror  commensurate  with  your 


crimes." 


There  was  a  solemnity,  and  a  deter- 
mination in  the  voice  and  manner  of  the 
soldier,  that  paralyzed  the  intimidated 
soul  of  the  governor ;  he  trembled 
violently ;  and  repeating  his  oath  of 
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leaving  Grimsby  unmolested,  at  last  ob- 
tained his  permission  to  return  to  Lanark. 
The  men,  in  obedience  to  the  conscience- 
struck  orders  of  their  commander,  had 
mounted  their  horses  ;  and  were  now  far 
out  of  sight.  Heselrigge's  charger  was 
still  in  the  court-yard.  He  was  hurrying 
towards  it,  but  the  soldier,  with  a  prudent 
suspicion,  called  out ;  "  Stop,  sir  !  you 
must  walk  to  Lanark.  The  cruel  are 
generally  false ;  I  cannot  trust  your  word, 
should  you  have  the  power  to  break  it : 
leave  this  horse  here :  to-morrow  you  may 
send  for  it.  I  shall  then  be  far  away." 

Heselrigge  saw,  that  remonstrance 
would  be  unavailing  ;  and  shaking  with 
fear,  and  impotent  rage,  he  turned  into 
the  path  which,  after  five  weary  miles, 
would  lead  him  once  more  to  his  citadel. 

From  the  moment  the  soldier's  manly 
spirit  had  dared  to  deliver  its  abhorrence 
of  Lady  Wallace's  murder,  he  was  aware 
that  his  life  would  no  longer  be  safe  with- 
in reach  of:  the  machinations  of  Hesel- 
rigge ;  and  determined,  alike  by  detesta- 
tion of  him,  and  regard  for  his  own  pre- 
servation, he  resolved  to  take  shelter  in 
the  mountains,  till  he  could  have  an  op- 
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pprtunity  of  going  beyond  sea,  to  join  his 
king's  troops  in  the  Guienne  wars. 

Full  of  these  thoughts  he  returned  into 
the  hall. — As  he  approached  the  bleeding 
group  on  the  floor,  he  perceived  it  move  ; 
hoping  that  perhaps  the  unhappy  lady 
might  not  be  dead,  he  drew  near  ;  but, 
alas !  as  he  bent  to  examine,  he  touched 
her  hand,  and  found  it  quite  cold.  The 
blood  which  had  streamed  from  the  now 
exhausted  heart,  lay  congealed  upon  her 
arms  and  bosom. — Grimsby  shuddered. — 
Again  he  saw  her  move  ;  but  it  was  not 
with  her  own  life  ;  the  recovering  senses 
of  her  faithful  servant,  as  his  arms  clung 
around  the  body,  had  disturbed  the  re- 
mains of  her  who  would  wake  no  more. 

On  seeing  that  existence  yet  struggled 
in  one  of  these  blameless  victims,  Grims- 
by did  his  utmost  to  revive  the  old  man. 
He  raised  him  from  the  ground,  and 
poured  some  strong  liquor  out  of  his 
flask  into  his  mouth.  Halbert  breathed 
freer,;  and  his  kind  surgeon,  with  the 
venerable  harper's  own  plaid  bound  up 
the  wound  in  his  neck.  Halbert  opened 
his  eyes  5  when  he  fixed  them  on  the 
rough  features,  and  English  helmet,  of 
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the  soldier,  he  closed  them  again  with  a 
deep  groan. 

"  My  honest  Scot,"  said  Grimsby, 
"  trust  in  me.  —  I  am  a  man  like  your- 
self;  and  though  a  Southron,  am  no 
enemy  to  age  and  helplessness." 

The  harper  took  courage  at  these 
words :  he  again  looked  at  the  soldier ; 
but  suddenly  recollecting  what  had  past, 
he  turned  his  eyes  towards  the  body 
of  his  mistress ;  on  which  the  beams  of 
the  now  rising  sun  were  shining.  He 
started  up,  and  staggering  towards  it, 
would  have  fallen  had  not  Grimsby  sup- 
ported him.  —  "  O  what  a  sight  is  this  !" 
cried  he,  wringing  his  hands  :  "  My  lady ! 
my  lovely  lady!  see  how  low  she  lies,  who 
was  once  the  delight  of  all  eyes,  the 
comforter  of  all  hearts."  The  old  man's 
sobs  suffocated  him.  The  veteran  turned 
away  his  face  ;  a  tear  dropped  upon  his 
hand.  "  Accursed  Heselrigge,"  ejacu- 
lated he,  "  thy  fate  must  come  !" 

"  If  there  be  a  man's  heart  in  all  Scot- 
land, it  is  not  far  distant !"  cried  Halbert : 
"  My  master  lives,  and  will  avenge  this 
murder.  —  You  weep,  soldier ;  and  you 
will  not  betray  what  has  now  escaped  me." 

VOL.    I.  E 
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«  I  have  fought  in  Palestine,"  returned 
he,  "  and  a  soldier  of  the  cross  betrays 
'  none  who  trust  in  him.  Saint  Mary  pre- 
serve your  master,  and  conduct  you  safely 
to  him.  We  must  both  hasten  hence. 
Heselrigge  will  surely  send  in  pursuit  of 
me.  He  is  too  vile  to  forgive  the  truth  I 
have  spoken  to  him  ;  and  should  I  fall 
into  his  power,  death  is  the  best  I  could 
expect  at  his  hands.  Let  me  assist  you 
to  put  this  poor  lady's  remains  into  some 
decent  place  ;  and  then,  my  honest  Scot, 
we  must  separate." 

Halbert,  at  these  words,  threw  himself 
upon  the  bosom  of  his  mistress,  and  wept 
with  loud  lamentations  over  her.  In  vain 
he  attempted  to  raise  her  in  his  feeble 
arms.  "  I  have  carried  thee  scores  of 
times,  in  thy  blooming  infancy,"  cried 
he ;  "  and  now  must  I  bear  thee  to  thy 
grave  ?  I  had  hoped  that  my  eyes  would 
have  been  closed  by  this  dear  hand." — As 
he  spoke  he  pressed  her  cold  hand  to  his 
lips>  with  such  convulsive  sobs,  that  the 
soldier  fearing  he  would  expire  in  the 
agony  of  his  sorrow,  took  him  almost 
motionless  from  the  dead  body,  and  ex. 
horted  him  to  suppress  such  self-destroy. 
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ing  grief  for  the  sake  of  his  master* 
Halbert  gradually  revived  ;  and  listening 
to  him,  cast  a  wishful  look  on  the  lifeless 
Marion. 

"  There  sleeps  the  pride  and  hope  of 
Ellerslie,  the  mother  with  her  child !  — 
O,  my  master ;  my  widowed  master/' 
cried  he,  "  what  will  comfort  thee !" 

Fearing  the  ill  consequence  of  further 
delay,  the  soldier  again  interrupted  his 
lamentations,  with  arguments  for  flight : 
and  Halbert,  recollecting  the  oratory  in 
which  Wallace  had  ordered  the  body  of 
Lord  Mar  to  be  deposited,  named  it  for 
that  of  his  dead  lady.  Grimsby  imme- 
diately wrapping  the  beauteous  corse  in 
the  white  garments  which  hung  about  it ; 
raised  it  in  his  arms  ;  and  was  conducted 
by  Halbert,  to  a  little  chapel  in  the  heart 
of  a  neighbouring  cliff. 

The  still  weeping  old  man  removed  the 
altar ;  and  Grimsby,  laying  the  shrouded 
Marion  upon  its  rocky  platform,  co- 
vered her  with  the  pall,  which  he  drew 
from  the  holy  table,  and  laid  the  crucifix 
upon  her  bosom.  Halbert,  when  his 
beloved  mis  tress  was  thus  hidden  from 
his  sight,  threw  himself  on  his  knees  be- 
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aide  her,  and  in  the  vehement  language 
of  grief,  offered  up  a  prayer  for  her  de- 
parted soul. 

"  Hear  me,  righteous  judge  of  heaven 
and  earth !"  cried  he,  "  as  thou  didst 
avenge  the  blood  of  innocence  shed  in 
Bethlehem,  so  let  the  grey  hairs  of  Hesei- 
rigge  be  brought  down  in  blood  to  the 
grave,  for  the  murder  of  this  innocent 
lady  1"  Halbert  kissed  the  cross ;  and 
rising  from  his  knees,  went  weeping  out 
of  the  chapel,  followed  by  the  soldier. 

Having  closed  the  door,  and  carefully 
locked  it  j  absorbed  in  meditation,  of 
what  would  be  the  agonized  transports  of 
his  master,  when  he  should  teJl  him  these 
grievous  tidings,  Halbert  proceeded  in 
silence,  till  he  and  his  companion,  in  pass- 
ing the  well,  were  startled  by  a  groan. 

"  Here  is  some  one  !"  cried  the  sol- 
dier. "  Is  it  possible  he  lives  ?"  ex- 
claimed Halbert,  bending  down  to  the 
edge  of  the  well,  with  the  same  enquiry. 
v  Yes,"  feebly  answered  the  Earl;  "  I 
still  exist,  but  am  very  faint.  —  If  all  be 
safe  above,  I  pray  remove  me  from  this 
dismal  place."  Halbert  replied,  that  it 
was  indeed  necessary  he  should  ascend 
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immediately ;  and  lowering  the  rope, 
told  him  to  tie  the  iron  box  to  it,  and 
then  himself.  This  done,  with  some 
difficulty,  and  the  assistance  of  the  won- 
dering soldier,  (who  now  expected  to 
see  the  husband  of  the  unfortunate  Lady 
Wallace,  emerge  to  the  knowledge  of  his 
loss;)  he  ,at  last  effected  the  Earl's  re- 
lease. For  a  few  seconds  the  fainting 
nobleman  supported  himself  on  his  coun- 
tryman's shoulder,  while  the  fresh  morn- 
ing air  gradually  revived  his  exhausted 
frame.  The  soldier  looked  at  his  grey 
locks,  and  furrowed  brow,  and  marvel- 
led how  such  appendages  of  age,  could 
belong  to  the  man,  whose  resistless  va- 
lour had  discomfited  the  fierce  determina- 
tion of  Arthur  Heselrigge  and  his  myrmi- 
dons. However,  his  doubts  of  the  veteran, 
before  him  being  other  than  the  brave 
Wallace,  were  soon  removed  by  the 
Earl  himself,  who  asked  for  a  draught  of 
the  water  which  trickled  down  the  op- 
posite hill.  Halbert  went  to  bring  it ;  and 
while  he  was  absent,  Lord  Mar  raised  his 
eyes  to  enquire  for  Sir  William  and  the 
Lady  Marion.  He  started  when  he  saw 
English  armour  on  the  man  he  would 
E  3 
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have  accosted,  and  rising  suddenly  from 
the  stone  on  which  he  sat,  demanded,  in 
a  stern  voice,  "  Who  art  thou  ?" 

"  An  Englishman,"  answered  the  sol- 
dier :  "  one  who  does  not,  like  the  monster 
Heselrigge,  disgrace  the  name.  I  would 
assist  you,  noble  Wallace,  to  fly  this  spot ; 
after  that,  I  shall  seek  refuge  abroad ; 
and  there,  on  the  fields  of  Guienne,  de- 
monstrate my  fidelity  to  my  King/' 

Mar  looked  at  him  steadily :  "  You 
mistake  ;  I  am.not  Sir  William  Wallace." 

At  that  moment  Halbert  came  up  with 
the  water.  The  Earl  drank  it,  though 
now,  from  the  impulse  surprise  had  given 
to  his  blood,  he  did  not  require  its  effica- 
cy ;  and  turning  to  the  venerable  bearer, 
he  asked  of  him  whether  his  master  were 
safe. 

"  I  trust  he  is,"  replied  the  old  man  ; 
"  but  you,  my  lord,  must  hasten  hence. 
A  foul  murder  has  been  committed  here, 
since  he  left  it." 

"  But  where  is  lady  Wallace  ?"  asked 
the  Earl:  "  if  there  be  such  danger,  we  * 
must  not  leave  her  to  meet  it." 

"  She  will  never  meet  danger  more  !'* 
cried  the  old  man,  clasping  his  hands  j 
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**  she  is  in  the  bosom  of  the  Virgin  ;  and 
no  second  assassin's  steel  can  reach  her 
there." 

"  What !"  exclaimed  the  Earl,  hardly 
articulate  with  horror  ;  "is  Lady  Wal- 
lace murdered  ?"  Halbert  answered  only 
by  his  tears. 

"  Yes,"  said  the  soldier ;  "  and  detest- 
ation of  so  unmanly  an  outrage,  pro- 
voked me  to  desert  his  standard.  But  no 
time  must  now  be  lost  in  unavailing  la- 
mentation ;  Heselrigge  will  return  ;  and 
if  we,  also,  would  not  be  sacrificed  to  his 
rage,  we  must  hence  immediately." 

The  Earl,  struck  dumb  at  this  recital, 
gave  the  soldier  time  to  recount  the  par- 
ticulars. When  he  had  finished,  Lord 
Mar  saw  the  necessity  for  instant  flight, 
and  ordered  horses  to  be  brought  from  the 
stables.  Though  he  had  fainted  in  the 
well,  the  present  shock  gave  such  a  ten- 
sion to  his  nerves,  he  found  he  could  now 
ride  without  difficulty. 

Halbert  went  as  he  commanded,  and 
returned  with  two  horses.  Having  only 
amongst  rocks  and  glens  to  go,  he  did  not 
bring  one  for  himself  \  and  begging  the 
good  soldier  might  attend  the  Earl  to 
E  4 
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Bothwell,  he  added,  "  He  will  guard  you 
and  this  box,  which  Sir  William  Wallace 
holds  as  the  apple  of  his  eye.  What  it 
contains,  I  know  not ;  and  none,  he  says, 
may  dare  to  search  into.  But  you  will 
take  care  of  it  for  his  sake,  till  more 
peaceful  times  allow  him  to  reclaim  his 
own  I" 

"  Fatal  box !"  cried  the  soldier,  re- 
garding it  with  an  abhorrent  eye ;  "  that 
was  the  leading  cause  which  brought 
Heselrigge  to  Ellerslie." 

"  How  ?"  inquired  the  Earl.  — Grims- 
by  then  briefly  related,  that  immediately 
after  the  return  to  Lanark  of  the  detach- 
ment sent  to  Ellerslie  under  the  com- 
mand of  Sir  Gilbert  Hambledon,  an  offi- 
cer arrived  from  Douglas,  (the  property 
of  which  he,  with  a  troop,  had  been 
deputed  to  guard  in  the  King's  name) ; 
and  he  told  the  governor  that  Sir  William 
Wallace  had  that  evening  taken  a  quan- 
tity of  treasure  from  the  castle.  His  re- 
port was,  that  the  English  soldiers  who 
stood  near  the  Scottish  knight  when  he 
mounted  at  the  castle  gate,  had  seen  an 
iron  box  under  his  arm  ;  but  not  suspect- 
ing its  having  belonged  to  Douglas,  they 
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thought  not  of  it,  till  they  over -heard  Sir 
John  M  onteith,  as  he  passed  through  one 
of  the  galleries,     muttering   something 
about  gold  and  a  box.      To  intercept  the 
robber    amongst   his    native    glens,    he 
deemed    impracticable  \   and    therefore 
came  immediately  to  lay  the  information 
before  the  governor  of  Lanark.      As  the 
scabbard  found  in  the  affray  with  young 
Arthur,  had  betrayed  the  victor  to  have 
been  Sir  William  Wallace ;  this  intima- 
tion of  his  having  been  also  the  instru- 
ment   of  wresting    from    the    grasp  of 
Heselrigge,   perhaps,  the  most  valuable 
spoil  in  Douglas,  exasperated  him  to  the 
most  vindictive  excess.     Inflamed  with 
the  double  furies  of  revenge  and  avarice, 
he  ordered  out  a  new  troop,  and  placing 
himself  at  its  head,  took  the  way  to  El- 
lerslie.     One  of  the  servants,  whom  some 
of  Hambledon's  men  had  seized  for  the 
sake  of  information,  on  being  threatened 
with  the  torture,  confessed  to  Heselrigge, 
that  not  only  Sir  William  Wallace  was  in 
the  house  when  it  was  attacked,  but  that 
the  person  whom  he  had  rescued  in  the 
streets  of  Lanark,  and  who  proved  to  be 
a  wealthy  nobleman,    was    there    also. 
E  5 
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This  whetted  the  eagerness  of  the  go- 
vernor to  reach  Ellerslie.  And  expect- 
ing  to  get  a  rich  booty  ;  without  the 
most  distant  idea  of  the  horrors  he  was 
going  to  perpetrate,  a  large  detachment 
of  men  followed  him. 

"  To  extort  money  from  you,  my 
lord,"  continued  the  soldier ;  "  and  to 
obtain  that  fatal  box,  were  his  main 
objects.  But  disappointed  in  his  darling 
passion  of  avarice,  he  forgot  he  was  a 
man  ;  and  the  blood  of  innocence  glutted 
his  barbarous  vengeance." 

"Hateful  gold!"  cried  Lord  Mar, 
spurning  the  box  with  his  foot ;  "  it  can- 
not be  for  itself,  the  noble  Wallace  so 
greatly  prizes  it  !  It  must  be  a  trust." 

"  I  believe  it  is,"  returned  Halbert ; 
"  for  he  enjoined  my  lady  to  preserve  it 
for  the  sake  of  his  honour.  Take  care  of 
it  then,  my  lord,  for  the  same  sacred 


reason." 


The  Englishman  made  no  objection  to 
accompany  the  Earl.  And  by  a  sugges- 
tion of  his  own,  Halbert  brought  him  a 
Scottish  bonnet  and  cloak  from  the  house. 
While  he  put  them  on,  the  Earl  ob- 
served, that  the  harper  held  a  drawn  and 
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blood-stained  sword  in  his  hand,  on 
which  he  stedfastly  gazed.  —  "  Whence 
came  that  horrid  weapon  ?"  cried  Lord 
Mar. 

"  It  is  my  lady's  blood,"  replied 
Halbert,  still  looking  on  it ;  "I  found  it 
where  she  lay  in  the  hall ;  and  I  will 
carry  it  to  my  master.  Was  not  every 
drop  of  her  blood  dear  to  him  ?  and  here 
are  many!"  As  the  old  man  spoke,  he 
bent  his  head  on  the  sword,  and  groaned 
heavily. 

"  England  shall  hear  more  of  this  !" 
cried  Mar,  as  he  threw  himself  across  the 
horse.  "  Give  me  that  fatal  box ;  I  will 
buckle  it  to  my  saddle-bow.  Inadequate 
will  be  my  utmost  care  of  it,  to  repay 
the  vast  sorrows  its  preservation,  and 
mine,  have  brought  upon  the  head  of  my 
deliverer." 

The  Englishman,  in  silence,  mounted 
his  horse,  and  H  albert  opened  a  back 
gate  that  led  to  the  hills,  which  lay 
between  Ellerslie  and  Bothwell  castle. 
Lord  Mar  took  a  golden-trophied  bugle 
from  his  breast ;  "  Give  this  to  your 
master;  and  tell  him,  that  by  whatever 
hands  he  sends  it,  the  sight  of  it  shall  al- 
E  6 
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ways  command  the  services  of  Donald 
Mar.  I  go  to  Bothwell,  in  expectation 
that  he  will  join  me  there.  In  making  it 
his  home,  he  will  render  me  happy  ;  for 
my  friendship  is  now  bound  to  him  by 
bonds  which  only  death  can  sever." 

Halbert  took  the  horn,  and  promising 
faithfully  to  repeat  the  Earl's  message, 
prayed  God  to  bless  him  and  the  honest 
soldier.  A  rocky  promontory  soon  ex- 
cluded them  from  his  sight  j  and  a  few 
minutes  more,  even  the  sound  of  their 
horses'  hoofs  were  lost  on  the  soft  herb- 
age of  the  winding  dell. 

"  Now  I  am  alone,  in  this  once  happy 
spot !  —  Not  a  voice  —  not  a  sound  — 
O !  Wallace  I"  cried  he,  throwing  up  his 
venerable  arms,  "  thy  house  is  left  unto 
thee  desolate  !  —  and  I  am  to  be  the  fatal 
messenger."  With  the  last  words,  he 
struck  into  a  deep  ravine  which  led  to  the 
remotest  solitudes  of  the  glen  ;  and  pur- 
sued his  way  in  dreadful  silence.  No 
human  face,  of  Scot,  or  English,  cheered, 
or  scared,  him  as  he  passed  along.  The 
tumult  of  the  preceding  night,  by  dis- 
persing the  servants  of  Ellerslie,  had  so 
alarmed  the  poor  cottagers,  that  with  one 
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accord  they  fled  to  their  kindred  on  the 
hills  ;  amid  those  fastnesses  of  nature,  to 
await  tidings  from  the  valley,  when  all 
should  be  still,  and  they  might  return  in 
peace.  Halbert  looked  to  the  right  and 
left :  no  smoke,  curling  its  grey  mist 
from  behind  the  intersecting  rocks,  re- 
minded him  of  the  gladsome  morning 
hour,  or  invited  him  to  take  a  moment's 
rest  from  his  grievous  journey.  All  was 
lonely  and  comfortless  ;  and  sighing  bit- 
terly over  the  wide  devastation,  he  con- 
cealed the  fatal  sword  under  his  cloak ; 
and  with  a  staff,  which  he  broke  from  a 
withered  tree,  too%  his  way  down  the 
winding  craigs.  Many  a  pointed  flint 
pierced  his  aged  feet,  while  exploring  the 
almost  trackless  paths,  which,  by  their 
direction,  he  hoped  would  lead  him  at 
length  to  the  deep  caves  of  Corie  Lin. 


CHAP.  IV. 

CORIE    LIN. 

AFTER  having  traversed  many  a  weary 
rood    of,    to    him,     before    untrodden 
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ground,  the  venerable  minstrel  of  the 
house  of  Wallace,  exhausted  by  fatigue, 
sat  down  on  the  declivity  of  a  steep 
craig.  The  burning  beams  of  the  mid- 
day sun,  now  beat  upon  the  rocks  ;  but 
the  overshadowing  foliage,  afforded  him 
-shelter  ;  and  a  few  berries  from  the 
brambles,  which  knit  themselves  over  the 
path  he  had  yet  to  explore,  with  a  draught 
of  water  from  the  passing  brook,  offered 
themselves  to  revive  his  enfeebled  limbs. 
Insufficient  as  they  appeared,  he  took 
them,  blessing  Heaven  for  sending  even 
these ;  and  strengthened  by  half  an 
hour's  rest,  again  he  grasped  his  staff  to 
pursue  his  way. 

After  breaking  a  passage  through  the 
entangled  shrubs  that  grew  across  the 
only  possible  footing  in  this  solitary  wil- 
derness, he  went  along  the  side  of  the 
burn,  which  now,  at  every  turning  of  the 
rocks,  increased  in  depth  and  violence. 
The  rills  from  above,  and  other  mountain- 
streams,  pouring  from  abrupt  falls  down 
the  craigs,  covered  him  with  spray,  and 
intercepted  his  passage.  Finding  it  im- 
practicable to  proceed  through  the  rush- 
ing torrent  of  a  cataract,  whose  distant 
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roarings  might  have  intimidated  even  a 
younger  adventurer,  he  turned  from  its 
tumbling  waters,  which  burst  upon  his 
sight,  and  crept  on  his  hands  and  knees 
up  the  opposite  acclivity ;  catching  by  the 
fern,  and  other  weeds,  to  stay  him  from 
falling  back  into  the  raging  flood  below. 
Prodigious  craggy  mountains  towered 
above  his  head,  as  he  ascended  ;  while, 
in  parts,  the  rolling  clouds  which  canopied 
their  summits,  seemed  descending  to 
wrap  him  in  their  "  fleecy  skirts  ;"  and 
in  others,  projecting  rocks  bending  over 
the  waters  of  the  glen,  left  him  only  a 
narrow  shelf  in  the  cliff,  along  which  he 
crept  till  it  brought  him  to  the  mouth  of 
a  cavern. 

He  must  either  enter  it,  or  return  the 
way  he  came,  or  attempt  the  descent  of 
overhanging  precipices,  which  nothing 
could  penetrate  but  the  pinions  of  their 
native  birds.  Above  him  was  the  moun- 
tain. Retread  his  footsteps,  until  he  had 
seen  his  beloved  master,  he  was  resolved 
not  to  do  ;  to  perish  in  these  glens,  would 
be  more  tolerable  to  him  ;  for,  while  he 
moved  forward,  hope,  even  in  the  arms 
of  death,  would  cheer  him  with  the 
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whisper  that  he  was  in  the  path  of  duty. 
He  therefore  entered  the  cavity,  and 
passing  on,  soon  perceived  an  aperture  ; 
through  which  emerging  on  the  other 
side,  he  found  himself  again  on  the  mar- 
gin of  the  river.  Having  attained  a  wider 
bed,  it  left  him  a  still  narrower  causeway, 
to  perform  the  remainder  of  his  journey. 

Huge  masses  of  rock,  canopied  with 
a  thick  umbrage  of  firs,  beech,  and 
weeping  birch,  closed  over  the  gleri,  and 
almost  excluded  the  light  of  day.  But 
more  anxious,  as  he  calculated  by  the  in- 
creased rapidity  of  the  stream,  he  must 
now  be  approaching  the  great  fall  near 
his  master's  concealment,  Halbert  re- 
doubled his  speed.  But  an  unlooked-for 
obstacle  baffled  his  progress.  A  growing 
gloom,  which  he  had  not  observed  in  the 
sky-excluded  valley,  having  entirely  over* 
spread  the  heavens,  suddenly  discharged 
itself,  amidst  peals  of  thunder,  in  light- 
ning and  heavy  floods  of  rain. 

Fearful  of  being  overwhelmed  by  the 
streams,  which  now  on  all  sides  crossed 
his  path,  he  kept  upon  the  edge  of  the 
river,  to  be  as  far  as  possible  from  the  in- 
fluence of  their  violence.  And  thus  he 
*10 
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proceeded  ;  slowly,  and  with  trepidation, 
through  numerous  defiles  ;  and  under  the 
plunge  of  many  a  mountain-torrent,  till 
the  augmented  roar  of  a  world  of  waters, 
dashing  from  side  to  side,  and  boiling  up 
with  the  noise  and  fury  of  the  contend- 
ing elements  above  ;  told  him,  he  was 
indeed  not  far  from  the  fail  of  Corie  Lin. 

The  spray  was  spread  in  so  thick  a 
mist  over  the  glen,  he  knew  not  how  to 
advance.  A  step  farther,  might  be  on 
the  firm  earth ;  but  more  probably  illu- 
sive, and  dash  him  into  the  roaring  Lin, 
where  he  would  be  ingulphed  at  once 
in  its  furious  whirlpool.  He  paused, 
and  looked  around.  The  rain  had 
ceased  $  but  the  thunder  still  rolled  at 
a  distance,  and  echoed  tremendous  from 
the  surrounding  rocks.  Halbert  shook 
his  grey  locks,  streaming  with  wet ;  and 
looked  towards  the  sun,  now  gilding  with 
its  last  rays  the  vast  sheets  of  falling  water. 

"  This  is  thine  hour,  my  master  !"  ex- 
claimed the  old  man ;  "  and  surely  I  am 
too  near  the  Lin,  to  be  far  from  thee !" 

With  these  words  he  raised  the  pipe 
that  hung  at  his  breast,  and  blew  three 
strains  of  the  appointed  air.  In  former 
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days  it  used  to  call  from  her  bower,  that 
fair  star  of  evening,  the  beauteous  Ma- 
rion, now  departed  for  ever  into  her 
native  heaven.  —  The  notes  trembled, 
as  his  agitated  breath  breathed  them  into 
the  instrument.  But  feeble  as  they  were, 
and  though  the  roar  of  the  cataract  might 
have  prevented  their  reaching  a  less  at- 
tentive ear  than  that  of  Wallace,  yet  he 
sprung  from  the  innermost  recess  under 
the  fall,  and  dashing  through  the  rush- 
ing waters,  the  next  instant  was  at  the 
side  of  Halbert. 

"  Faithful  creature  I"  cried  he,  catch- 
ing  him  in  his  arms  ;  with  all  the  joy  of 
that  moment  which  ends  the  anxious  wish 
to  learn  tidings  of  what  is  dearest  in 
the  world ;  "  how  fares  my  Marion  ?  " 

"  I  am  weary,"  cried  the  heart-stricken 
old  man ;  "  take  me  within  your  sanc- 
tusuy,  and  I  will  tell  you  all." 

Wallace  perceived  that  his  time-worn 
servant  was  indeed  exhausted.  And 
knowing  the  toils,  and  hazards  of  the  pe- 
rilous track,  he  must  have  passed  over  in 
his  way  to  this  fearful  solitude  ;  also  re- 
membering how,  as  he  sat  in  his  shelter, 
he  had  himself  dreaded  the  effects  of  the 
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Storm  upon  so  aged  a  traveller ;  he  no 
longer  wondered  at  the  dispirited  tone  of 
his  greeting,  and  readily  accounted  for 
the  pale  countenance,  and  tremulous  step 
which  at  first  had  excited  his  alarm. 

Giving  the  old  man  his  hand,  he  led 
him  with  caution  to  the  brink  of  the  Lin  ; 
and  then  folding  him  in  his  arms,  dashed 
with  him  through  the  tumbling  water  into 
the  cavern  he  had  chosen  for  his  asylum. 
Halbert  sunk  against  its  rocky  side  ;  and 
putting  forth  his  hand  to  catch  some  of 
the  water  as  it  fell,  drew  a  few  drops  to 
his  parched  lips  and  swallowed  them.  — 
After  this  light  refreshment,  he  breathed 
a  little,  and  turned  his  eyes  upon  his 
anxious  master. 

"  Are  you  sufficiently  recovered,  Hal- 
bert, to  tell  me  how  you  left  my  dearest 
Marion  ?" 

Halbert  dreaded  to  see  the  animated 
light,  which  now  cheered  him  from  the 
eyes  of  his  master,  overclouded  with  the 
Cimmerian  horrors  his  story  must  unfold : 
—  he  evaded  a  direct  reply  —  "I  saw 
your  guest  in  safety  ;  I  saw  him  and  the 
iron  box  on  their  way  to  Bothwell." 

*'  What !"  inquired  Wallace,  "  were  we 
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mistaken  ?  was  not  the  Earl  dead  when 
we  looked  into  the  well  ?"  —  Halbert  re- 
plied in  the  negative;  and  was  proceed- 
ing with  a  circumstantial  account  of  his 
recovery  and  his  departure,  when  Wal- 
lace interrupted  him. 

"  But  what  of  my  wife,  Halbert ;  why 
tell  me  of  others,  before  of  her  ?  —  She 
whose  safety,  and  remembrance,  are  now 
my  sole  comfort  1" 

"  Oh,  my  dear  lord  1"  cried  Halbert, 
throwing  himself  on  his  knees  in  a  pa- 
roxysm of  mental  agony  ;  "  she  remem- 
bers you,  where  best  her  prayers  can  be 
heard.  She  kneels  for  her  beloved  Wal- 
lace, before  the  throne  of  God  !" 

"  Halbert !"  cried  Sir  William,  in  a 
low  and  fearful  voice,  "  what  would  you 
say  ?  My  Marion  —  speak  ?  tell  me,  in 
one  word,  she  lives  !" 

"  In  heaven !" 

At  this  confirmation  of  a  sudden  terror, 
imbibed  from  the  ambiguous  words  of 
Halbert,  and  which  his  fond  heart  would 
not  allow  him  to  acknowledge  to  him- 
selfi  Wallace  covered  his  face  with  his 
hands,  and  fell  with  'a  deep  groan  against 
the  side  of  the  cavern.  —  The  horrid  idea 
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of  premature  maternal  pains,  occasioned 
by  anguish  for  him  ;  of  her  consequent 
death,  involving  perhaps  that  of  her  in- 
fant, struck  him  to  the  soul :  a  mist 
seemed  passing  over  his  eyes  ;  life  was 
receding  ;  and  gladly  did  he  believe  he 
felt  his  spirit  on  the  eve  of  joining  hers. 

In  having  declared  that  the  idol  of  his 
master's  heart,  no  longer  existed  for  him 
in  this  world,  Halbert  thought  he  had 
revealed  the  worst  ;  and  he  went  on  — 
"  Her  latest  breath  was  spent  in  prayer 
for  you.  My  Wallace*  were  the  last 
words  her  angel-spirit  uttered,  as  it  issued 
from  her  bleeding  wounds." 

The  cry  that  burst  from  the  heart  of 
Wallace,  as  he  started  on  his  feet  at  this 
horrible  disclosure,  seemed  to  pierce 
through  all  the  recesses  of  the  glen  ;  and 
with  an  instantaneous  and  dismal  return, 
was  re-echoed  from  rock  to  rock.  Hal- 
bert threw  his  arms  round  his  master's 
knees.  The  frantic  blaze  of  his  eyes, 
struck  him  with  affright.  —  "  Hear  me, 
iny  lord  !  for  the  sake  of  your  wife,  now 
an  angel  hovering  near  you,  hear  what  I 
have  to  say  1" 

Wallace    looked    around  him  with  a 
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wild  countenance — "My  Marion  near 
me  !  Blessed  spirit  !  —  Oh,  my  murdered 
wife,  my  unborn  babe  !  —  Who  made 
those  wounds  ?"  cried  he,  throwing  him- 
self on  the  ground,  and  seizing  Halbert 
with  a  tremendous,  though  unconscious 
grasp  :  "  Tell  me,  who  had  the  heart 
to  aim  a  blow  at  that  angel's  life  ?" 

"  The  governor  of  Lanark,"  replied 
Halbert. 

"  How  ?  For  what  ?"  demanded  Wal- 
lace, with  the  terrific  glare  of  madness 
shooting  from  his  eyes  :  "  My  wife,  my 
wife  !  what  had  she  done  ?" 

"  He  came  at  the  head  of  a  band  of 
ruffians,  and  seizing  my  lady,  commanded 
her,  on  the  peril  of  her  life,  to  declare 
where  you,  and  the  Earl  of  Mar,  and  the 
box  of  treasure,  were  concealed.  My 
lady  persisted  to  refuse  him  information  j 
and  in  a  deadly  rage,  he  plunged  his 
sword  into  her  breast,"  —  Wallace 
clenched  his  hands  over  his  face,  and 
Halbert  went  on  ;  "  Before  he  aimed  a 
second  blow,  I  had  broken  from  the  men 
who  held  me,  and  thrown  myself  on  her 
bosom ;  but  all  could  not  save  her  ;  the 
villain's  sword  had  penetrated  her  heart." 


THE   SCOTTISH    CHIEFS. 

"  Great  God !"    exclaimed   Wallace, 
again  springing  on  his  feet,    "  dost  thou 
hear   this    murder!"     His    hands   were 
stretched  towards  heaven ;  then  falling 
on  his  knees,  with  his  eyes  fixed,  and  his 
arms   yet  extended,    "Give   me  power, 
Almighty  Judge !"  cried  he,  "  to  assert 
thy  justice.  —  Let  me  avenge  this  angel's 
blood,  and  then  take  me  to  thyself!" 
.     "  My    gracious    master,"  cried  Hal- 
bert,  seeing  him  rise  with  a  stern  com- 
posure,  "  here  is  the  fatal  sword.      The 
blood  on  it  is  sacred,  and  I  brought  it 
to  you." 

Wallace  took  it  in  his  hand.  He  gazed 
at  it,  touched  it,  and  kissed  it  franticly. 
The  blade  was  hardly  yet  dry,  and  the 
ensanguined  hue  came  off  upon  the  pres- 
sure. <c  Marion  !  Marion !"  cried  he, 
"  is  it  thine?  —  Does  thy  blood  stain  my 
lip  ?"  He  paused  for  a  moment,  leaning 
his  burning  forehead  against  the  fatal 
blade  ;  then  looking  up  with  a  terrific 
smile,  "Beloved  of  my  soul,  never  shall 
this  sword  leave  my  hand,  till  it  has 
drunk  the  life-blood  of  thy  murderer." 

"  What  is  it  you  intend,  my  lord  ?" 
cried    H albert,    viewing  with  increased 
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alarm  the  resolute  ferocity,  which  now 
blazing  from  every  part  of  his  counte- 
nance, seemed  to  dilate  his  figure  with 
more  than  mortal  daring :  "  What  can 
you  do  ?  Your  single  arm " 

"  I  am  not  single  —  God  is  with  me  — 
I  am  his  avenger.  Now  tremble,  tyranny, 
I  come  to  hurl  thee  down  !"  At  the 
word,  he  sprang  from  the  cavern's  mouth; 
and  had  already  reached  the  topmost 
cliff,  when  the  piteous  cries  of  Halbert 
penetrated  his  ear.  They  recalled  him 
to  recollection ;  and  returning  to  his 
faithful  servant,  he  tried  to  soothe  his 
fears  ;  and  spoke  in  a  composed  though 
determined  tone.  "  I  will  lead  you  from 
this  solitude,  to  the  mountains,  where  the 
shepherds  of  Ellerslie  are  tending  their 
flocks.  With  them  you  will  find  a  refuge, 
till  you  have  strength  to  reach  Bothwell 
castle.  Lord  Mar  will  protect  you  for 
my  sake." 

Halbert  now  remembered  the  bugle  ; 
and,  putting  it  into  his  master's  hand 
with  its  accompanying  message,  asked 
for  some  testimony  in  return,  that  the 
Earl  might  know  he  had  delivered  it 
safely ;  "  even  a  lock  of  your  precious 
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hair,  my  beloved  master,  will  be  suf- 
ficient." 

"  Thou  shalt  have  it;  severed  from  my 
head,  by  this  accursed  steel,"  answered 
Wallace,  taking  off  his  bonnet,  and  let- 
ting his  amber  locks  fall  in  tresses  on  his 
shoulders.  Halbert  burst  into  a  fresh 
flood  of  tears  ;  for  he  remembered  how 
often  it  had  been  the  delight  of  Marion, 
to  comb  these  bright  tresses,  and  to  twist 
them  round  her  ivory  fingers.  Wallace 
looked  up,  as  the  old  man's  sobs  became 
audible,  and  read  his  thoughts.  "  It  will 
never  be  again  Halbert!"  cried  he,  and, 
with  a  firm  grasp  of  the  sword,  he  cut 
off  a  large  handful  of  his  hair. 

"  Marion  !  thy  blood  hath  marked  it  1" 
exclaimed  he,  "  and  every  hair  in  my  head 
shall  be  dyed  of  the  same  hue,  before  this 
sword  is  sheathed  upon  thy  murderers  ! 
Here,  Halbert,"  continued  he,  knotting 
it  together  ;  "  take  this  to  the  Earl  of 
Mar.  It  is  all,  most  likely,  he  will  ever 
see  of  William  Wallace.  Should  I  fall, 
tell  him  to  look  on  that,  and  in  my  wrongs 
read  the  future  miseries  of  Scotland,  and 
remember,  that  God  armeth  the  patriot's 
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hand  !    Let  him  act  on  that  conviction, 
and  Scotland  may  yet  be  free." 

Halbert  placed  the  lock  in  his  bosom, 
but  again  repeated  his  entreaties,  that 
his  master  would  accompany  him  to 
Bothwell  castle.  He  urged  the  conso- 
lation he  would  meet  from  the  good 
Earl's  friendship. 

"If  he  indeed  regard  me,'*  returned 
Wallace,  "  for  my  sake  let  him  cherish 
you.  My  consolations  must  come  from  a 
higher  hand.  I  go  where  it  directs.  If 
I  live,  you  shall  see  me  again.  But  twi- 
light approaches,  we  must  away  ;  the  sun 
must  not  rise  again  upon  Heselrigge  !" 

Halbert  now  followed  the  rapid  steps 
of  Wallace,  who,  assisting  the  feeble 
limbs  of  his  faithful  servant,  drew  him  up 
the  precipitous  side  of  the  Lin  (') ;  and 
then  leaping  from  rock  to  rock,  awaited 
with  impatience  the  slower  advances  of 
the  poor  old  harper,  as  he  crept  round  a 
circuit  of  overhanging  cliffs,  to  join  him 
on  the  summit  of  the  craigs. 

Together,  they  struck  into  the  most 
inaccessible  defiles  of  the  mountains  ; 
and  proceeded,  till  on  discerning  smoke, 
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whitening  with  its  ascending  curls  the 
black  sides  of  the  impending  rocks,  Wal- 
lace saw  himself  near  the  objects  of  his 
search.  He  sprang  on  a  high  cliff,  project- 
ing over  this  mountain-valley,  and  blow- 
ing his  bugle  with  a  few  notes  of  the 
well-known  pibroch^')  of  Lanarkshire, 
was  answered  by  the  reverberation  of  a 
thousand  echoes. 

At  the  loved  sounds,  which  had  not 

dared  to  visit  their  ears  since  the  Scottish 

standard  was  lowered   to  Edward,   the 

hills   seemed  teeming  with  life.  —  Men 

rushed  from  their  fastnesses,  and  women 

with  their  babes  eagerly  followed,  to  see 

whence  sprung  a  summons   so   dear   to 

every  Scottish  heart.     Wallace  stood  on 

the  cliff,  like  the  newly-aroused  genius 

of  his  country.     His  long  plaid  floated 

afar ;  and  his  glittering  hair  streaming 

on  the  blast,  seemed  to  mingle  with  the 

golden  fires  which  shot  from  the  heavens. 

Wallace   raised  his  eyes :  a  clash,  as  of 

the  tumult  of  contending  armies,  filled 

the  sky  ;  and  flames,   and  flashing  steel, 

and  the  horrid  red   of  battle,  streamed 

from  the  clouds  upon  the  hills. 

"  Scotsmen  !"  cried  Wallace,  waving 
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the  fatal  sword,  which  blazed  in  the 
glare  of  these  northern  lights  like  a 
flaming  brand,  "  behold,  how  the  hea- 
vens cry  aloud  to  you.  I  come  in  the 
midst  of  their  fires,  to  call  you  to  ven- 
geance !  I  come  in  the  name  of  all  ye 
hold  dear,  of  the  wives  of  your  bosoms, 
and  the  children  now  in  their  arms  1 
to  tell  you,  the  poniard  of  England  is 
unsheathed.  ->-  Innocence,  and  age,  and 
infancy,  fall  before  it !  —  With  this 
sword,  last  night,  did  Heselrigge,  the 
English  tyrant  of  Lanark,  break  into  my 
house  and  murder  my  wife  !" 

The  shriek  of  horror  that  burst  from 
every  mouth,  interrupted  Wallace : 
"Vengeance!  vengeance!"  was  the 
cry  of  the  men,  while  tumultuous  la- 
mentations for  the  «  Sweet  Lady  of 
Ellerslie,"  filled  the  air  from  the  women. 

Wallace  sprang  from  the  cliff)  into 
the  midst  of  his  brave  countrymen. 
"  Follow  me,  then,  to  strike  the  mortal 
blow!" 

"  Lead  on !"  cried  a  vigorous  old 
man  ;  "  I  drew  this  stout  claymore  last, 
in  the  battle  of  Largs.  Life  and  Alex- 
ander, was  then  the  word  of  victory  I 
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now,  ye  accursed  Southrons,  ye  shall 
meet  the  slogen  Q  of  Death  and  Lady 
Marion" 

"  Death  and  Lady  Marion  /"  was 
echoed,  with  shouts,  from  mouth  to 
mouth.  Every  sword  was  drawn.  And, 
those  hardy  peasants  who  owned  none, 
seizing  the  instruments  of  pasturage, 
armed  themselves  with  wolf-spears,  pick- 
axes, forks,  and  scythes. 

Sixty  ^resolute  men,  now  arranged 
themselves  around  their  chief.  Wallace, 
whose  widowed  heart  turned  icy  cold  at 
the  dreadful  slogen  of  his  Marion's 
name,  more  fiercely  grasped  his  sword, 
and  murmured  to  himself — "From 
this  hour  may  Scotland  date  her  Liberty, 
or  Wallace  return  no  more  !  —  My  faith- 
ful friends,"  cried  he,  turning  to  his 
men,  and  placing  the  plumed  bonnet  on 
his  head ;  "  let  the  spirits  of  your 
fathers  inspire  your  souls  !  ye  go  to  as- 
sert that  freedom,  for  which  they  died. 
Before  the  moon  sets,  the  tyrant  of  La- 
nark shall  fall  in  blood." 

"  Death  and  Lady  Marion  !"  was  the 
pealing  answer  that  echoed  from  the  hills. 
Wallace   again  sprang  on   the    cliffs. 
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His  brave  peasants  followed  him.  And 
taking  their  rapid  march,  by  a  near  cut 
through  a  hitherto  unexplored  defile  of 
the  Cartlane  craigs  ;  leaping  chasms,  and 
climbing  perpendicular  rocks,  they  suf- 
fered no  obstacles  to  impede  their  steps, 
while  thus  rushing  onward  like  lions  to 
their  prey. 


CHAP.  V. 

LANARK    CASTLE. 

THE  women,  and  the  men  whom  age 
withheld  from  so  desperate  an  enterprise, 
now  thronged  around  Halbert,  to  ask  a 
circumstantial  account  of  the  disaster, 
which  had  filled  all  with  so  much 
horror. 

Many  were  the  tears  which  followed 
his  recital.  Not  one  of  his  auditors  was 
an  indifferent  listener  ;  all  had  indivi- 
dually, or  in  persons  clear  to  them,  par- 
taken of  the  tender  Marion's  benevo- 
lence. Their  sick  beds  had  been  com- 
forted by  her  charity ;  her  voice  had 
often  administered  consolation  to  their 
sorrows ;  her  hand  had  smoothed  their 
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pillows,  and  placed  the  crucifix  before 
their  dying  eyes.  Some  had  recovered 
to  bless  her ;  and  some  departed,  to  re- 
cord her  virtues  in  Heaven. 

"Ah  I  is  she  gone?"  cried  a  young 
woman,  raising  her  face  covered  with 
tears  from  the  bosom  of  her  infant ;  "  is 
the  loveliest  lady  that  ever  the  sun  shone 
upon,  cold  in  the  grave?  Alas,  for  me  ! 
she  it  was  that  gave  me  the  roof  under 
which  my  baby  was  born.  She  it  was 
who,  when  the  Southron  soldiers  slew 
my  father,  and  drove  us  from  our  home 
in  Ayrshire,  gave  to  my  old  mother,  and 
to  my  poor  wounded  husband,  our  cot- 
tage by  the  burn  side.  Ah,  well  can  I 
spare  him,  to  avenge  her  murder." 

The  night  being  far  advanced,  Halbert 
retired  at  the  invitation  of  this  young 
woman,  to  repose  on  the  hether-bed  of 
her  husband,  who  was  now  absent  with 
Wallace.  The  rest  of  the  peasantry 
withdrew  to  their  coverts ;  while  she, 
and  some  other  women  whose  anxieties 
would  not  allow  them  to  sleep,  sat  at  the 
cavern's  mouth,  watching  the  slowly 
moving  hours. 
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The  objects  of  their  fond  and  fervent 
prayers,  Wallace  and  his  little  army,  were 
rapidly  pursuing  their  march.  It  was 
midnight  —  all  was  silent  as  they  hurried 
through  the  glen  ;  as  they  ascended,  with 
flying  footsteps,  the  steep  acclivities  that 
led  to  the  cliffs  which  overhung  the  vale 
Ellerslie.  Wallace  must  pass  along  their 
brow.  Beneath  was  the  tomb  of  his  sa- 
crificed Marion!  He  rushed  forward,  to 
snatch  one  look,  even  of  the  roof  which 
shrouded  her  beloved  remains. 

But  in  the  moment  before  he  mounted 
the  intervening  height,  a  soldier  in  Eng- 
lish armour  crossed  the  path,  and  was 
seized  by  his  men.  One  of  them  would 
have  cut  him  down,  but  Wallace  turned 
away  the  weapon :  —  "  Hold,  Scot  !'* 
cried  he,  "you  are  not  a  Southron,  to 
strike  the  defenceless.  This  man  has, 
no  sword." 

The  reflection  on  their  enemy,  which 
this  plea  of  mercy  contained,  reconciled 
the  impetuous  Scots  to  the  clemency  of 
their  leader.  The  rescued  man,  joyfully 
recognising  the  voice  of  Wallace,  ex- 
claimed, "  It  is  my  lord !  It  is  Sir  WiU 
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Ham  Wallace,   that  has  saved  my  life  a 
second  time!" 

"  Who  are  you  ?"  asked  Wallace  ;  — 
"  That  helmet  can  cover  no  friend  of 
mine." 

"  I  am  your  servant  Dugald,"  returned 
the  man ;  "  he  whom  your  brave  arm 
saved  from  the  battle-axe  of  Arthur 
Heselrigge." 

"  I  cannot  now  ask  you  how  you  came 
by  that  armour ;  but  if  you  be  yet  a 
Scot,  throw  it  off,  and  follow  me." 

"  Not  to  Ellerslie,  my  lord,  "  cried  he; 
"  it  has  been  plundered  and  burnt  to  the 
ground  by  the  governor  of  Lanark." 

"  Then,"  exclaimed  Wallace,  striking 
his  breast,  "  are  the  remains  of  my  be- 
loved Marion,  for  ever  ravished  from 
my  eyes  !  Insatiate  monster  !" 

"  He  is  Scotland's  curse ;"  cried  the 
veteran  of  Largs  :  "  Forward,  my  lord, 
in  mercy  to  your  country's  groans  !" 

Wallace  had  now  mounted  the  craig 
which  overlooked  Ellerslie.  —  His  once 
happy  home  had  disappeared,  and  all  be- 
neath lay  a  heap  of  smoking  ashes.  He 
hastened  from  the  sight,  and  directing  the 
point  of  his  sword  with  a  forceful  action 
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towards  Lanark,  re-echoed  with  super- 
natural strength,  "  Forward !" 

With  the  rapidity  of  lightning,  his  little 
host  flew  over  the  hills  j  reached  the  cliffs, 
which  divided  them  from  the  town,  and 
leaped  down  before  the  outward  trench 
of  the  castle  of  Lanark.  In  a  moment, 
Wallace  sprung  so  feeble  a  barrier ;  and 
with  a  shout  of  death,  in  which  the  tre- 
mendous slogen  of  his  men  now  joined, 
he  rushed  upon  the  guard  that  held  the 
northern  gate. 

Here  slept  the  governor.  These  op- 
ponents being  slain  by  the  first  sweep  of 
the  Scottish  swords,  Wallace  hastened 
onward,  winged  with  twofold  retribution. 
The  noise  of  battle  was  behind  him  ;  for 
the  shout  of  his  men,  had  aroused  the 
garrison,  and  drawn  its  soldiers,  half- 
naked,  to  the  spot.  He  reached  the 
door  of  the  governor.  —  The  sentinel 
who  stood  there,  flew  before  the  terrible 
warrior  that  presented  himself.  All  the 
mighty  vengeance  of  Wallace,  blazed  in 
his  face,  and  seemed  to  surround  his 
figure  with  a  terrible  splendour.  With 
one  stroke  of  his  foot,  he  drove  the  door 
from  its  hinges,  and  rushed  into  the 
room. 
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What  a  sight  for  the  now  awakened, 
and  guilty  Heselrigge  !  —  It  was  the  hus- 
band of  the  defenceless  woman  he  had 
murdered,  come  in  the  power  of  justice, 
with  uplifted  arm,  and  vengeance  in  his 
eyes  !  With  a  terrific  scream  of  despair, 
and  an  outcry  for  the  mercy  he  dared 
not  expect,  he  fell  back  into  the  bed, 
and  sought  an  unavailing  shield  beneath 
its  folds. 

"  Marion  !  Marion  !"  cried  Wallace, 
as  he  threw  himself  towards  the  bed  — 
and  buried  the  sword,  yet  red  with  her 
blood,  through  the  coverlid,  deep  into 
the  heart  of  her  murderer.  A  fiend-like 
yell  from  the  slain  Heselrigge,  told  him 
his  work  was  done  ;  and  drawing  out 
the  sword,  he  took  the  streaming  blade 
in  his  hand  —  "  Vengeance  is  satisfied" 
—  cried  he  ;  "  thus,  O  God !  do  I  hence- 
forth divide  self  from  my  heart !"  As 
he  spoke,  he  snapt  the  sword  in  twain, 
and  throwing  away  the  pieces  —  put  back 
with  his  hand  the  impending  weapons  of 
his  brave  companions  ;  who,  having 
cleared  the  passage  of  their  assailants, 
had  hurried  forward,  to  assist  in  ridding 
their  country  of  so  detestable  a  tyrant. 
F  6 


108  .THE   SCOTTISH    CHIEFS. 

"  'Tis  done,'*  cried  he.  As  he  spoke, 
he  drew  down  the  coverlid,  and  discover- 
ed the  body  of  the  governor  weltering  in 
blood.  The  ghastly  countenance,  on 
which  the  agonies  of  hell  seemed  im- 
printed, glared  horrible  even  in  death. 

Wallace  turned  away  ;  but  the  men, 
exulting  in  the  sight,  with  a  shout  of  tri- 
umph exclaimed  —  "  So  fall  the  enemies 
of  Sir  William  Wallace !" 

"  Rather  so  fall  the  enemies  of  Scot- 
land !"  cried  he :  "  From  this  hour,  Wal- 
lace has  neither  love  nor  resentment  but 
for  her.  Heaven  has  heard  me  devote 
myself  to  work  our  country's  freedom, 
or  to  die.  Who  will  follow  me  in  so 
just  a  cause?" 

«  All !  —  With  Wallace  for  ever  !" 

The  new  clamour  which  this  resolution 
excited,  intimidated  a  fresh  band  of  sol- 
diers, who  were  hastening  across  the 
court-yard,  to  seek  the  enemy  in  the 
governor's  apartments.  But  on  the  noise, 
they  hastily  retreated  ;  and  no  exertions 
of  their  officers  could  prevail  on  them  to 
advance  again  ;  or  even  to  appear  in  sight, 
when  the  resolute  Scots,  with  Wallace 
at  their  head,  soon  afterwards  issued 
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from  the  great  gate.  The  English  com- 
manders  seeing  the  panic  of  their  men, 
and  which  they  were  less  able  to  sur- 
mount, on  account  of  the  way  to  the 
gate  being  strewn  with  their  slain  com- 
rades, fell  back  into  the  shadow  of  the 
towers ;  where,  by  the  light  of  the  moon, 
like  men  paralized,  they  viewed  the  de- 
parture of  theirenemies  over  the  trenches. 


CHAP.  VI. 

CARTLANE    CRAIGS. 

THE  sun  was  rising  from  the  eastern 
hills,  when  the  victorious  group  re-en- 
tered the  mountain-glen  where  their 
families  lay.  The  cheerful  sounds  of 
their  bugles,  aroused  the  sleepers  from 
their  caves  ;  and  many  were  the  gratu- 
lations,  and  embraces,  which  welcomed 
the  warriors  to  affection  and  repose. 

Wallace,  while  he  threw  himself  along 
a  bed  of  purple  heath,  gathered  for  him 
by  many  a  busy  female  hand,  listened 
with  a  calmed  mind  to  the  fond  inquiries 
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of  Halbert ;  who,  awakened  by  the  first 
blast  of  the  horn,  had  started  from  his 
shelter,  and  hastened  to  hail  the  safe  re- 
turn of  his  master  —  While  his  faithful 
followers  retired,  each  to  the  bosom  of  his 
rejoicing  family,  the  fugitive  chief  of  El- 
lerslie  remained  alone  with  the  old  man  ; 
and  recounted  to  him  the  success5  of  his 
enterprise,  and  the  double  injuries  h€  had 
avenged.  —  "  The  assassin,"  continued 
he,  "  has  paid  with  his  life  for  his  inex- 
piable crime.  —  He  is  slain,  and  with  him 
several  of  Edward's  garrison.  — My  ven- 
geance may  be  appeased ;  but  what,  O 
Halbert,  can  bring  redress  to  my  widowed 
heart  ?  —  All  is  lost  to  me  :  I  have  now 
nothing  to  do  with  this  world,  but  as  I 
may  be  the  instrument  of  good  to  others  ! 
—  The  Scottish  sword  has  now  been  re- 
drawn against  our  foes ;  and,  with  the 
blessing  of  heaven,  I  swear,  it  shall  not 
be  sheathed,  till  Scotland  be  rid  of  the 
tyranny  which  has  slain  my  happiness !  — 
This  night,  my  gallant  Scots  have  sworn 
to  accomplish  my  vow  ;  and  death,  or 
liberty,  must  be  the  future  fate  of  Wal- 
lace and  his  friends." 

At  these   words,  tears  ran  down  the 
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cheeks  of  the  venerable  harper : —  "  Alas, 
my  too  brave  master,"  exclaimed  he, 
"  what  is  it  you  would  do  ?  Why  rush 
upon  certain  destruction  ?  —  For  the  sake 
of  her  memory,  whom  you  deplore ;  in 
pity  to  the  worthy  Earl  of  Mar,  who  will 
arraign  himself  as  the  cause  of  all  these 
calamities,  and  of  your  death,  should  you 
fall  —  retract  this  desperate  vow  !" 

"  No,  my  good  Halbert,"  returned 
Wallace,  "  I  am  neither  desperate,  nor  in- 
efficient ;  and  you,  faithful  creature,  shall 
have  no  cause  to  mourn  this  night's  reso- 
lution. Go  to  Lord  Mar,  and  tell  him 
what  are  my  resolves.  I  have  nothing 
now,  that  binds  me  to  life  but  my  coun- 
try ;  and  henceforth  she  shall  be  to  me  as 
mistress,  wife',  and  child.  —  Would  you 
deprive  me  of  this  tie,  Halbert  ?  Would 
you,  by  persuading  me  to  resign  my  in- 
terest in  her,  devote  me  to  a  hermit's 
seclusion  amongst  these  rocks  ?  —  for  I 
will  never  again  appear  in  the  tracks  of 
men,  if  it  be  not  as  the  defender  of  her 
rights." 

"  But  where,  my  master,  shall  we  find 
you,  should  the  Earl  choose  to  join  you 
with  his  followers  ?" 
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"  In  this  wilderness ;  whence  I  shall 
not  remove  rashly.  My  purpose  is  to 
save  my  countrymen,  not  to  sacrifice 
them  in  needless  dangers." 

Halbert,  oppressed  with  sorrow  at 
the  images  his  foreboding  heart  drew, 
of  the  direful  scenes  in  which  his  be- 
loved master  had  pledged  himself  to 
become  the  leader,  bowed  his  head  with 
submission  ;  and  leaving  W^lace  to  rest, 
retired  to  the  mouth  of  the  cavern  to 
weep  alone. 

It  was  noon  before  the  chief  awaked 
from  the  death-like  sleep,  into  which  kind 
nature  had  plunged  his  long  harassed 
senses.  He  opened  his  eyes  languidly  ; 
and  when  the  sight  of  his  rocky  apart- 
ment, forced  on  him  the  recollection  oi 
all  his  miseries,  he  uttered  a  deep  groan. 
—  That  sad  sound,  so  different  from  the 
jocund  voice  with  which  Wallace  used  to 
issue  from  his  rest,  struck  on  the  heart  of 
Halbert.  He  drew  near  his  master,  to 
receive  his  last  commands  fo.r  Bothwell — 
"  On  my  knees,"  added  he,  «  will  I 
implore  the  Earl  to  send  you  succours." 

"  He  needs  not  prayers  for  that,"  re- 
turned Wallace  ;  "  but  depart,  dear,  wor- 
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thy  Halbert ;  it  will  comfort  me,  to  know 
you  are  in  safety  :  and,  whithersoever  you 
go,  you  carry  my  thanks  and  blessings 
with  you !" 

Old  age  opens  the  fountain  of  tears  : — 
Halbert's  flowed  profusely,  and  bathed 
his  master's  hand.  —  Could  Wallace  have 
wept,  it  would  have  been  then  ;  but 
that  gentle  emollient  of  grief,  was  denied 
him  ;  and  with  a  voice  of  assumed 
cheerfulness,  he  renewed  his  efforts  to 
encourage  his  desponding  servant.  — 
Half  persuaded,  that  a  superior  Being 
did  indeed  call  his  beloved  master  to 
some  extraordinary  exertions  for  Scot- 
land, he  bade  him  an  anxious  farewell  ^ 
and  then  withdrew,  to  commit  him,  with 
his  best  blessings,  to  the  fidelity  of  the 
companions  of  his  destiny.  A  few  of 
them  led  the  old  man  on  his  way,  as  far 
as  the  western  declivity  of  the  hills  ;  and 
then  bidding  him  good  speed,  he  took 
the  remainder  of  his  journey  alone. 

After  traversing  many  a  weary  mile, 
between  Cartlane  craigs  and  Bothwell 
castle,  he  reached  the  valley  in  which 
that  fortress  stands ;  and  calling  to  the 
warder  at  its  gates,  that  he  came  from 
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Sir  William  Wallace,   was  immediately 
admitted,  and  conducted  into  the  castle. 

Halbert  was  led  by  a  servant  into  a 
spacious  chamber,  where  the  Earl  lay 
upon  a  couch.  —  A  lady,  richly  habited  ; 
and  in  the  bloom  of  life,  sat  at  his  head. 
Another,  much  younger,  and  of  resplen- 
dent beauty,  knelt  at  his  feet,  with  a 
salver  of  medicinal  cordials  in  her  hand. 
Near  to  them  stood  a  young  man.  On 
the  entrance  of  Halbert,  whom  the  Earl 
instantly  recognised,  he  raised  himself 
on  his  arm,  and  welcomed  him.  The 
young  lady  rose  ;  and  the  young  man 
stepped  eagerly  forward. 

The  Earl  inquired  anxiously  for  Sir 
William  Wallace,  and  asked  if  he  might 
expect  him  soon  at  Bothwell. 

"He  cannot  yet  come,  my  lord;"  re- 
plied Halbert  :  "  hard  is  the  task  he  has 
laid  upon  his  valiant  head  ;  but  he  is 
avenged  !  —  he  has  slain  the  governor  of 
Lanark/'  —  A  faint  exclamation  broke 
from  the  lips  of  the  young  lady. 

"  How  ?"  demanded  the  Earl. 

Halbert  now  gave  a  particular  account 
of  the  anguish  of  Wallace,  when  he  was 
told  of  the  sanguinary  events  which  had 
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taken  place  at  Ellerslie.  —  As  the  honest 
harper  described,  in  his  own  ardent  lan- 
guage, the  generous  zeal  with  which  the 
shepherds  on  the  heights,  took  up  arms  to 
avenge  the  wrong  done  to  their  chief, 
the  countenance  of  the  young  lady,  and 
of  the  youth,  glowed  through  tears  : 
they  looked  on  each  other ;  and  Halbert 
proceeded : 

"  When  my  dear  master,  and  his  va- 
liant troop,  were  pursuing  their  way  to 
Lanark,  he  was  met  by  Dugald ;  the 
wounded  man  who  had  rushed  into  the 
room  to  apprize  us  of  the  advance  of  the 
English  forces.  During  the  confusion  of 
that  horrible  night,  and  in  the  midst  of 
the  contention,  in  spite  of  his  feebleness, 
he  crept  away,  and  concealed  himself* 
from  the  soldiers  amongst  the  bushes  of 
the  gien.  When  all  was  over,  he  came 
from  his  hiding-place ;  and  finding  the 
English  soldier's  helmet  and  cloak,  poor 
Dugald,  still  fearful  of  falling  in  with  any 
straggling  party  of  Heselrigge's,disguised 
himself  in  these  Southron  clothes.  Ex- 
hausted with  hunger,  he  was  venturing 
towards  the .  house  in  search  of  food, 
when  the  sight  of  armed  men  in  the  hall, 
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made  him  hastily  retreat  into  his  former 
place  of  refuge.  His  alarm  was  soon  in- 
creased by  a  redoubled  noise  from  the 
house  ;  oaths,  and  horrid  bursts  of  merri- 
ment, seemed  to  have  turned  that  once 
abode  of  honour  and  of  loveliness,  into 
the  clamorous  haunts  of  ribaldry  and 
rapine.  In  the  midst  of  the  uproar,  he 
was  surprised  by  seeing  flames  issue  from 
the  windows.  Soldiers  poured  from  the 
doors  with  shouts  of  triumph  ;  and  then 
watched  by  the  fire,  while  their  comrades 
carried  off  the  booty,  till  the  interior  of 
the  building  was  consumed,  and  the  rest 
sunk  a  heap  of  smoking  ruins* 

"  The  work  completed,  these  horrid 
ministers  of  ^devastation,  left  the  vale  to 
rits  own  solitude.  Dugald,  after  waiting 
a  long  time  to  ascertain  they  were  quite 
gone,  crawled  from  the  bushes  ;  and 
ascending  the  cliffs  ;  he  was  speeding  to 
the  mountains,  when,  encountering  our 
armed  shepherds,  they  mistook  him  for 
an  English  soldier,  and  seized  him.  The 
Chief  of  ruined  Ellerslie  recognized  his 
servant ;  and,  with  redoubled  indigna- 
tion, his  followers  heard  the  history  of 
the  mouldering  ashes  before  them," 
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"  Brave,  persecuted,  Wallace !"  ex* 
claimed  the  Earl,  "  how  dearly  was  my 
life  purchased  !  But  proceed,  Halbert  ; 
tell  me  that  he  returned  safe  from 
Lanark." 

Halbert  now  recounted  the  dreadful 
scenes  which  took  place  in  that  town  ; 
and  that  when  the  governor  fell,  Wallace 
made  a  vow  never  to  mingle  with  the 
world  again,  till  Scotland  should  be 
free. 

"  Alas  !"  cried  the  Earl,  "  what  mira- 
cle is  to  effect  that  ?  Surely  he  will  not 
bury  those  noble  qualities,  that  bloom 
of  youth,  within  the  gloom  of  a  clois- 
ter !" 

"  No,  my  lord,  he  has  retired  to  the 
fastnesses  of  Cartlane  craigs." 

"  Why  ?"  resumed  Mar  ;  "  why  did 
he  not  rather  fly  to  me  ?  This  castle  is 
strong  :  and  while  one  stone  of  it  re- 
mains upon  another,  not  all  the  hosts  of 
England  should  take  him  hence." 

"  It  was  not  your  friendship,  he 
doubted ;"  returned  the  old  man.  "  Love 
for  his  country,  compels  him  to  reject  all 
comfort  in  which  she  does  not  share.  His 
last  words  to  me  were  these :  —  /  have 
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nothing  now  to  do,  but  to  assert  the  liberties 
of  Scotland,  and  to  rid  her  of  her  enemies. 
Go  to  Lord  Mar,  take  this  lock  of  my  hair, 
stained  with  the  blood  of  my  wife.  It  is 
all,  most  likely,  he  will  ever  again  see  of 
William  Wallace.  Should  I  fall,  tell  him 
to  look  on  that,  and  in  my  wrongs  read 
the  future  miseries  of  Scotland,  and  re- 
member that  God  armeth  the  patriot  !" 

Tears  dropped  so  fast  from  the  young 
lady's  eyes,  she  was  obliged  to  walk  to  a 
window  to  restrain  a  more  violent  burst 
of  grief. 

"  O !  my  uncle,"  cried  the  youth, 
"  surely  the  freedom  of  Scotland  is 
possible.  I  feel  in  my  soul,  that  the 
words  of  the  brave  Wallace  are  pro- 
phetic." 

The  Earl  held  the  lock  of  hair  in  his 
hands  ;  he  regarded  it,  lost  in  meditation. 

"  God  armeth  the  patriot !"  He  paused 
again,  his  before  pallid  cheek  taking  a 
thousand  animated  hues  ;  then  raising  the 
sacred  present  to  his  lips,  "  Yes,"  cried 
he,  "  thy  vow  shall  be  performed  ;  and 
while  Donald  Mar  has  an  arm  to  wield  a 
sword,  or  a  man  to  follow  to  the  field, 
thou  shalt  command  both  him  and  them!" 
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"  But  not  as  you  are,  my  lord !"  cried 
the  elder  lady  :  "  your  wounds  are  yet 
unhealed  ;  your  fever  is  still  raging ! 
Would  it  not  be  madness,  to  expose 
your  safety  at  such  a  crisis  ?" 

c<  I  shall  not  take  arms  myself,"  an- 
swered he,  "  till  I  can  bear  them  to  effect ; 
meanwhile,  all  of  my  clan,  and  of  my 
friends,  that  I  can  raise  to  guard  the  life 
of  my  deliverer,  and  to  promote  the 
cause,  must  be  summoned.  This  lock 
shall  be  my  pennon  ;  and  what  Scotsman 
will  look  on  that,  and  shrink  from  his  co- 
lours !  —  Here,  Helen,  my  child  !"  cried 
he,  addressing  the  young  lady  ;  "  before 
to-morrow's  dawn,  have  this  hair  wrought 
into  my  banner.  It  will  be  a  patriot's 
standard ;  and  let  his  own  irresistible 
words  bf  £he  motto  —  God  armeth  me.'9 

Heler^  advanced  with  awestruck  tre- 
pidation. Having  been  told  by  the  Earl, 
of  the  generous  valour  of  Wallace,  and 
of  the  cruel  death  of  his  lady,  she  had 
conceived  a  gratitude  and  a  pity,  deeper 
than  language  could  express,  for  the  man 
who  had  lost  so  much  by  succouring  one 
so  dear  to  her.  She  took  the  lock,  waving 
in  yellow  light  upon  her  hands ;  and 
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trembling  with  emotion,  was  leaving  the 
room,  when  she  heard  her  cousin  throw 
himself  on  his  knees. 

"  I  beseech  you,  my  honoured  uncle," 
cried  he,  "  if  you  have  love  for  me,  or 
value  for  my  future  fame,  allow  me  to  be 
the  bearer  of  yon  banner  to  Sir  William 
Wallace." 

Helen  stopped  at  the  threshold,  to  hear 
the  reply. 

"You  could  not,  my  dear  nephew," 
returned  the  Earl,  "  have  asked  me  any 
favour,  I  could  grant  with  so  much  joy. 
To-morrow  I  will  collect  the  peasantry 
of  Bothwell;  and  with  those,  and  my* 
own  followers,  you  shall  join  Wallace  the 
same  night." 

Ignorant  of  the  horrors  of  war,  and  only 
alive  to  the  glory  of  the  present  cause, 
Helen  sympathised  in  the  ardotfr  of  her 
cousin  ;  and  with  a  thrill  of  delight 
hurried  to  her  apartment  to  commence 
her  task. 

Far  different  were  the  sentiments  of 
the  young  countess,  her  step -mother.  As 
soon  as  Lord  Mar  had  let  this  declaration 
escape  his  lips,  alarmed  at  the  effect  so 
much  agitation  might  have  on  his  enfee- 
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bled  constitution,  and  fearful  of  the  pe- 
rilous cause  he  ventured  thus  openly  to 
espouse  ;  she  desired  his  nephew  to  take 
the  now  comforted  Halbert,  (who  was 
pouring  forth  his  gratitude  to  the  Earl 
for  the  promptitude  of  his  orders,)  and  see 
that  he  was  attended  with  hospitality. 

When  the  room  was  left  to  the  Earl 
and  herself,  with  an  uneasy  presage  of 
some  impending  evil,  she  ventured  to 
remonstrate  with  him  upon  the  facility 
with  which  he  had  become  a  party  in  so 
treasonable  a  matter  :  "  Consider,  my 
lord,"  continued  she,  "  that  Scotland  is 
now  entirely  in  the  power  of  the  English 
monarch.  His  garrisons  occupy  our 
towns,  his  creatures  hold  every  place  of 
trust  in  the  kingdom  !" 

*'  And  is  such  a  list  of  oppressions,  my 
dear  lady,  to  be  an  argument  for  longer 
bearing  them  ?  Had  I,  and  other  Scottish 
nobles,  dared  to  resist  this  overwhelming' 
power,  after  the  battle  of  Dunbar  ;  had 
we,  instead  of  kissing  the  sword  that 
robbed  us  of  our  liberties,  kepj  our  own 
unsheathed  within  the  bulwarks  of  our 
mountains,  Scotland  might  now  be  free  ; 
I  should  not  have  been  insulted  by  our 
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English  tyrants  in  the  streets  of  Lanark  ; 
and,  to  save  my  life,  William  Wallace 
would  not  now  be  mourning  his  mur- 
dered wife,  and  without  a  home  to 
shelter  him  !" 

Lady  Mar  paused  at  this  observation  ; 
but  resumed  —  "  That  may  be  true.  But 
the  die  is  cast  ;  Scotland  is  lost  for  ever  ; 
and,  by  your  attempting  to  assist  your 
friend  in  this  rash  essay  to  recover  it,  you 
will  only  lose  yourself  also,  without  pre- 
serving him.  The  project  is  wild,  and 
needless.  What  would  you  have  ?  Now 
that  the  contention  between  the  two 
kings  is  past;  now  that  Baliol  has  sur- 
rendered his  crown  to  Edward,  is  not 
Scotland  at  peace  ?" 

"  A  bloody  peace,  Joanna,"  answered 
the  Earl  ;  "  witness  these  wounds.  An 
usurper's  peace,  is  more  destructive  than 
his  open  hostilities  j  plunder  and  assassin- 
ation are  its  concomitants.  I  have  now 
seen  and  felt  enough  of  Edward's  juris- 
diction. It  is  time  I  should  awake,  and,- 
like  Wallace,  determine  to  die  for  Scot- 
land, or  to  avenge  her." 

Lady  Mar  wept.  "  Cruel  Donald  !  is 
this  the  reward  of  all  my  love  and  duty?. 
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you  tear  yourself  from  me,  you  consign 
your  estates  to  sequestration,  you  rob 
your  children  of  their  name  ;  nay,  by 
your  infectious  example,  you  stimulate 
our  brother  Bothwell's  son  to  head  the 
band  that  is  to  join  this  madman, 
Wallace !" 

"  Hold,  Joanna !"  cried  the  Earl ; 
"  what  is  it  I  hear  ?  You  call  the  hero, 
who,  in  saving  your  husband's  life,  re- 
duced himself  to  these  cruel  extremities, 
a  madman  !  Was  he  mad,  because  he  pre- 
vented the  countess  of  Mar  from  being 
a  widow  ?  Was  he  mad,  because  he 
prevented  her  children  from  being  father- 
less ?" 

The  Countess,  overcome  by  this  cut- 
ting reproach,  threw  herself  upon  her 
husband's  neck :  "  Alas,  my  lord,"  cried 
she,  "  all  is  madness  to  me,  that  would 
plunge  you  in  danger.  Think  of  your 
own  safety  ;  of  my  innocent  twins  now 
in  their  cradle,  should  you  fall.  Think 
of  our  brother's  feelings,  when  you  send 
his  only  son  to  join  one,  he,  perhaps,  will 
call  a  rebel!" 

"  If  Earl  Bothwell  considered  himself 
a  vassal  of  Edward's,  he  would  not  now 


124-  THE    SCOTTISH    CHIEFS. 

be  with  Lord  Loch-awe.  From  the  mo- 
ment that  gallant  Highlander  retired  to 
Argyleshire,  the  King  of  England  re- 
garded  his  adherents  with  suspicion. 
Both  well's  present  visit  to  Loch-awe,  you 
see  is  sufficient  to  sanction  the  plunder 
of  this  castle  by  the  peaceful  government 
you  approve.  You  saw  the  opening  of 
proceedings,  which,  had  they  come  to 
their  dreadful  issue,  where,  my  dear 
Joanna,  would  now  be  your  home,  your 
husband,  your  children  ?"  It  was  the 
arm  of  the  brave  chief  of  Ellerslie, 
which  saved  them  from  destruction." 

Lady  Mar  shuddered.  "  I  admit  the 
truth  of  what  you  say.  But,  oh !  is  it 
not  hard,  to  put  my  all  to  the  hazard ;  to 
see  the  bloody  field,  on  one  side  of  my 
beloved  Donald,  and  the  mortal  scaffold 
on  the  other  ?" 

«  Hush  !"  cried  the  Earl,  "  it  is  jusr 
tice  that  beckons  me,  and  victory  will 
receive  me  to  her  arms.  Let,  O  power 
above  !"  exclaimed  he,  hurried  away 
by  enthusiasm  ;  « let  the  victorious 
field  for  Scotland,  be  Donald  Mar's 
grave,  rather  than  doom  him  to  live  a 
witness  of  her  miseries  !" 
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"  I  cannot  stay  to  hear  you  !"  an- 
swered the  Countess  ;  "  I  must  invoke 
the  Virgin,  to  give  me  courage  to  be  a 
patriot's  wife  ;  at  present  your  words  are 
daggers  to  me." 

In  uttering  this,  she  hastily  withdrew  j 
and  left  the  Earl,  to  muse  on  the  past, 
—  to  cpncert  plans  for  the  portentous 
future.  ; 


CHAP.  VII. 

BOTHWELL  CASTLE. 

MEANWHILE  the  Lady  Helen  had  re- 
tired to  her  own  apartments.  Lord 
Mar's  banner  bekig  brought  to  her  from 
the  armoury,  she  sat  down  to  weave  into 
its  silken  texture,  the  amber  locks  of  the 
Scottish  chief.  Admiring  their  softness 
and  beauty,  while  her  needle  flew,  she 
pictured  to  herself  the  fine  countenance 
they  had  oncq  adorned. 

The    duller    extremities  of  the  hair, 
which  a  sadder  liquid  than  that  which 
now  dropped  from  her  eyes,  had  rendered 
G  3  * 
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stiff,  and  difficult  to  entwine  with  the 
warp  of  the  silk,  seemed  to  adhere  to  her 
fingers.  Helen  almost  shrunk  from  the 
touch.  <c  Unhappy  lady !"  sighed  she  to 
herself;  "  what  a  pang  must  have  rent 
her  heart,  when  the  stroke  of  so  cruel  a 
death  tore  her  from  such  a  husband  !  — 
and  how  must  he  have  loved  her,  when 
foxier  sake  he  thus  forswears  all  future 
joys,  but  those  which  camps  and  victo- 
ries may  yield  1  —  Ah  1  what  would  I  give 
to  be  my  cousin  Murray,  to  bear  this 
pennon  at  his  side  !  What  would  I  give> 
to  reconcile  so  admirable  a  being  to  hap- 
piness again ;  —  to  weep  his  griefs,  or  to 
smile  him  into  comfort !  —  To  be  that 
man's  friend,  would  be  a  higher  honour 
than  to  be  Edward's  queen." 

While  her  heart  was  thus  discoursing 
with  itself,  a  page  opened  the  door,  say- 
ing that  her  cousin  begged  admittance. 
She  had  fastened  the  flowing  charge  into 
its  azure  field,  and  was  embroidering  the 
motto,  when  she  replied  to  the  request  of 
Murray. 

"  You  know  not,  my  good  old  man," 
said  the  youth  to  Halbert,  as  he  con- 
ducted him  across  the  galleries,  "  what  a 
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noble  mind  is  contained  in  that  lovely 
young  creature.  I  was  brought  up  with 
her  ;  and  to  the  sweet  contagion  of  her 
taste,  do  I  owe  that  love  of  true  glory 
which  carries  me  to  the  side  of  Sir  Wil- 
liam Wallace.  The  virtuous  only,  can 
awaken  an  interest  in  her  heart ;  and  in 
these  degenerate  days,  long  might  have 
been  its  sleep,  had  not  the  history  which 
my  uncle  recounted  of  your  brave  master, 
aroused  her  attention,  and  filled  her  with 
an  admiration  equal  to  my  own.  I  know 
she  rejoices  in  my  present  destination. 
And  to  prevent  her  hearing  from  your 
own  lips,  all  you  have  now  told  me 'of 
the  mild,  as  well  as  heroic  virtues  of  my 
intended  commander ;  all  you  have  said  of 
the  heroism  of  his  wife  ;  would  be  depriv- 
ing her  of  a  mournful  pleasure,  only  to  be 
appreciated  by  a  heart  such  as  hers." 

The  grey-haired  bard  of  Ellerslie,  who 
had  ever  received  the  dearest  rewards  for 
his  songs,  in  the  smiles  of  its  mistress,  did 
not  require  persuasion,  to  appear  before 
the  gentle  Lady  of  Mar  ;  or,  to  recite  in 
her  ears,  the  story  of  departed  loveliness, 
fairer  than  poet  ever  feigned. 

Helen  rose,*  as  he  and  her  cousin  ap- 
G  4 
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peared.  —  Murray  approved  the  execu^ 
tiori  of  her  work,  and  Halbert  with  a  full 
heart  took  the  pennon  in  his  hand.  — 
"  Ah  !  little  did  my  dear  lady  think," 
exclaimed  he,  "  that  one  of  these  loved 
locks,  would  ever  be  suspended  on  a  staff 
to  lead  men  to  battle  !  What  changes 
have  a  few  days  made  1  She,  the  gentlest 
of  women,  laid  in  a  bloody  grave  ;  and  he, 
the  most  benevolent  of  human  beings, 
wielding  an  exterminating  sword  I" 

"  You  speak  of  her  grave,  venerable 
man/'  inquired  Helen  :  "  had  you  then 
an  opportunity  of  performing  the  rites  of 
sepulture  to  her  remains  ?" 

"  No,  madam,5'  replied  he  ;  "  after  the 
worthy  English  soldier,  now  in  this  castle, 
assisted  me  to  place  her  precious  body  in 
my  lord's  oratory,  I  had  no  opportunity  of 
returning,  to  give  her  a  more  holy  grave.'* 

"  Alas  I"  cried  Helen  ;  "  then  her 
sacred  relics  have  been  consumed  in  the 
burning  house  1" 

"  I  hope  not  ;"  rejoined  Halbert  ;  "  the 
chapel  I  speak  of,  is  at  some  distance  from 
the  main  building.  It  was  excavated  in 
the  rock  by  Sir  Ronald  Crawford  j  who 
gave  the  name  of  Ellerslie  to  this  estate^ 
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in  compliment  to  Sir  William's  place  of 
birth  in  Renfrewshire,  and  bestowed  it 
on  the  bridal  pair.  Since  then,  the  El- 
lerslie  of  Clydesdale,  has  been  as  dear  to 
my  master,  as  that  of  the  Carth  ;  and  well 
it  might,  for  it  was,  not  only  the  home  of 
all  his  wedded  joys,  but  under  its  roof 
his  mother,  the  Lady  Margaret  Crawford, 
drew  her  first  breath.  Ah  !  woe  is  me ! 
that  happy  house  is  now,  like  herself,  re- 
duced to  cold,  cold  ashes !  —  She  married 
Sir  Malcolm  Wallace  ;  and  he  is  gone 
*too  !  —  Both  the  parents  of  my  honoured 
master  died  in  the  bloom  of  their  lives : — 
and  a  grievous  task  will  it  be  to  him  who 
is  to  tell  the  good  Sir  Ronald,  that  the 
last  sweet  flower  of  Ellerslie  is  also  cut 
down  !  that  the  noblest  branch  of  his 
own  stem,  is  torn  from  the  soil  to  which 
he  had  transplanted  it,  and  cast  far  away 
into  the  waste  wilderness !"  (m) 

The  tears  of  the  venerable  harper  bore 
testimony  to  his  inward  resolve,  that  this 
messenger  should  not  be  himself.  Lady 
Helen,  who  had  fallen  into  a  reverie 
during  the  latter  part  of  his  speech,  now 
spoke ;  and  with  something  of  eager- 
ness. 
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"  Then  we  may  hope,"  rejoined  she, 
"  that  the  oratory  has  not  only  escaped 
the  flames,  but  perhaps  the  access  of 
the  English  soldiers  ?  —  Would  it  not 
comfort  your  lord  to  have  that  sweet 
victim  entombed  according  to  the  rites 
of  the  church  ?" 

"  Surely,  my  lady  :  but  how  can  that 
be  done  ?  —  He  thinks  her  remains  were 
lost  in  the  conflagration  of  Ellerslie  ;  and 
for  fear  of  precipitating  him  into  the  new 
dangers,  which  might  have  menaced  him, 
had  he  sought  to  bring  away  her  body, 
I  did  not  disprove  his  mistake." 

"  But  her  body  shall  be  brought  away," 
rejoined  Lady  Helen;  "it  shall  have 
holy  burial." 

"  To  effect  this,  command  my  ser- 
vices," exclaimed  Murray. 

Helen  thanked  him  for  an  assistance 
which  would  render  the  completion  of 
her  design  easy.  —  The  English  soldier 
as  guide,  and  a  troop  from  Both  well,  she 
said,  must  accompany  him. 

"  Alas !    my  young  lord,"  interposed 
Halbert,  "suppose  you  should  meet  some 
of  the  English  still  loitering  there  !" 
*  And  what  of  that,  my  honest  Hal- 
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bert?  would  not  I  and  my  trusty  band 
make  them  clear  the  way  ?  —  Is  it  not 
to  give  comfort  to  the  deliverer  of  my 
uncle,  that  I  seek  the  glen  ?  —  and  shall 
any  thing  in  mortal  shape  make  Andrew 
Murray  turn  his  back  ?  —  No,  Halbert, 
I  was  not  born  on  Saint  Andrew's  day 
for  nought ;  and  by  his  bright  cross  I 
swear,  either  to  lay  Lady  Wallace  in  the 
tomb  of  my  ancestors,  or  to  leave  my 
bones  to  blanch  on  the  grave  of  hers  !" 

Helen  loved  the  resolution  of  her 
cousin ;  and  believing  that  the  now  ra- 
vaged Ellerslie  had  no  attractions  to  hold 
marauders  amongst  its  ruins,  she  dis- 
missed Lord  Andrew  to  make  his  prepar- 
ations, and  turned  herself  to  prefer  her 
suit  accordingly  to  her  father. 

Ere  Halbert  withdrew,  he  respectfully 
put  her  hand  to  his  lips.  <c  Good  night," 
continued  she  ;  "  ere  you  see  me  again, 
1  trust  the  earthly  part  of  the  angel  now 
in  Paradise,  will  be  safe  within  these 
towers."  He  poured  a  thousand  bless- 
ings on  her  head,  and  almost  thought 
that  he  saw  in  her  beautiful  form  one  of 
heaven's  inhabitants,  sent  to  bear  away 
his  dear  mistress  to  her  divine  abode. 
G  6 
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On  entering  her  father's  apartment, 
Lady  Helen  found  him  atone.  She  re- 
peated to  him  the  substance  of  her  con- 
versation  with  Wallace's  faithful  servant  ; 
"  and  my  wish  is,"  continued  she,  "  to 
have  the  murdered  lady's  remain's  en- 
tombed in  the  cemetery  of  this  castle." 

The  Earl  approved  her  request  ;  with 
expressions  of  satisfaction,  at  the  filial 
affection  which  so  lively  a  gratitude  to 
his  preserver  evinced. 

"  May  I  then,  my  dear  father,"  re- 
turned she,  "have  your  permission  to 
pay  our  debt  of  gratitude  to  Sir  William 
Wallace,  to  the  utmost  of  our  power?" 

"  You  are  at  liberty,  my  noble  child,  to 
do  as  you  please.  —  My  vassals,  my  cof- 
fers, all  are  at  your  command." 

Helen  kissed  his  hand  :  —  "  May  I 
have  what  I  please  from  the  armoury?" 

"  Command  even  there,"  said  the  Earl, 
"your  uncle  Bothwell  is  too  true  a  Scot 
to  grudge  a  sword  in  so  pious  a  cause." 

Helen  threw  her  arms  about  her 
father's  neck,  thanking  him  tenderly, 
and  with  a  beating  heart  retired  to  pro- 
secute her  plans.  Murray,  who  met  her 
in  the  anti-room,  informed  her,  that  fift/ 
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men,  the  sturdiest  in  the  glen,  awaited  her 
orders  ;  while  she,  telling  her  cousin  of 
the  Earl's  approval,  took  the  sacred  ban- 
ner in  her  hand,  and  followed  him  to  the 
gallery  rn  the  hall. 

The  moment  she  appeared,  a  shout 
of  joy  bade  her  welcome.  —  Murray 
waved  his  hand  in  token  of  silence  ;  while 
she,  smiling  with  the  benignity  that  spoke 
her  angel  errand,  spoke  with  agitation  ; 
"  My  brave  friends  !"  said  she,  "  I  thank 
you  for  the  ardour  with  which,  by  this 
night's  enterprise,  you  assist  me  to  pay, 
in  part,  the  everlasting  tribute  due  to 
the  man  who  preserved  to  me  the  bless- 
ing of  a  father." 

"  And  to  us,  noble  lady,"  cried  they, 
"the  most  generous  of  Chiefs!" 

66  With  that  spirit,  then,"  returned 
she,  "  I  address  ye  with  greater  confi- 
dence. Who  amongst  you  will  shrink 
from  following  this  standard  to  the  field 
of  glory  ?  Who  will  refuse  to  make  him- 
self the  especial  guardian  of  the  life  of 
Sir  William  Wallace  ?  and  who,  in  the 
moment  of  peril,  will  not  stand  by  him 
to  the  last  ?" 

"  None  are  here,"  cried  a  young  man, 
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advancing   before    his   fellows ;     "  who 
would  not  gladly  die  in  his  defence." 

"  We  swear  it !"  burst  from  every  lip 
at  once. 

She  bowed  her  head,  and  said,  "  Re- 
turn from  Ellerslie  to-morrow  with  the 
bier  of  its  sainted  mistress.  I  will  then 
bestow,  upon  every  man  in  this  band  a 
war-bonnet  plumed  with  my  colours.  — 
This  banner  will  lead  you  to  the  side  of 
Sir  William  Wallace.  In  the  shock  of 
battle,  look  at  its  golden  ensign,  and  re- 
member that  God  not  only  armeth  the 
patriot's  handy  but  shieldeth  his  heart. 
In  this  faith,  be  ye  the  bucklers  which 
heaven  sends  to  guard  the  life  of  Wal- 
lace ;  and  so  honoured,  exult  in  your 
station,  and  expect  the  future  gratitude 
of  Scotland." 

<e  Wallace  and  Lady  Helen!  to  death 
or  liberty !"  was  the  animated  response 
to  this  exhortation  —  and  smiling  and 
kissing  her  hand  to  them  in  token  of 
thanks,  she  retired  in  the  midst  of  their 
acclamations.  Murray,  ready  armed  for 
his  expedition,  met  her  at  the  door. 
Restored  to  his  usual  vivacity  by  the 
spirit-moving  emotions  which  the  pre- 
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sent  scene  awakened  in  his  heart,  he  for- 
got the  horrors  which  had  aroused  his 
zeal,  in  the  glory  of  some  anticipated 
victory,  and  giving  her  a  gay  salutation, 
led  her  back  to  her  apartments,  where 
the  English  soldier  awaited  her  com- 
mands. Lady  Helen,  with  a  gentle 
grace,  commended  his  noble  resentment 
of  Heselrigge's  violence. 

"  Lands  in  Mar  shall  be  yours,"  added 
she;  "or  a  post  of  honour  in  the  little 
army  the  Earl  is  now  going  to  raise.  — 
Speak  but  the  word,  and  you  shall  find, 
worthy  Englishman,  that  neither  a  Scots- 
man, nor  his  daughter,  know  what  it  is 
to  be  ungrateful." 

The  blood  mounted  into  the  Soldier's 
cheek  :  "  I  thank  you,  sweetest  lady,  for 
this  generous  offer  ;  but  as  I  am  an  Eng- 
lishman, I  dare  not  accept  it.  —  My 
arms  are  due  to  my  own  country ;  and 
whether  I  am  tied  to  it  by  lands  and  pos- 
sessions, or  have  nought  but  my  English 
blood,  and  my  oath  to  my  king,  to  bind 
me  ;  still  I  should  be  equally  unwarranted 
in  breaking  those  bonds.  I  left  Hesel- 
rigge,  because  he  dishonoured  my  coun- 
try :  and  for  me  to  forswear  her,  would 
be  to  make  myself  infamous.  Hence,  all 
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I  ask  is,  that  after  I  have  this  night 
obeyed  your  gracious  commands,  in  lead- 
ing your  men  to  Ellerslie,  the  Earl  of 
Mar  will  allow  me  to  instantly  depart 
for  the  nearest  port." 

Lady  Helen  replied,  that  she  revered 
his  sentiments  too  sincerely,  to  insult, 
them  by  any  persuasions  to  the  contrary. 
And  taking  a  diamond  clasp  from  her 
bosom,  she  put  it  into  his  hand.  "  Wear 
that,  in  remembrance  of  your  virtue,  and 
of  Helen  Mar's  gratitude."  The  man 
kissed  it  respectfully,  and,  bowing,  swore 
to  preserve  so  distinguishing  a  gift  to 
the  latest  hour  of  his  existence. 

Helen  retired  to  her  chamber  to  finish 
her  task  ;  and  Murray,  bidding  her  good 
night,  repaired  to  the  EarPs  apartments, 
to  take  his  final  orders  before  he  and  his 
troop  set  out  for  the  ruins  of  Ellerslie. 


CHAR  VIIL 

BOTHWELL    CHAPEL. 


JN  IGHT  having  passed  over  the  sleepless 
heads  of  the  inhabitants  of  BothweJl 
castle  j  as  soon  as  the  sun  arose,  the 
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Earl  of  Mar  was  carried  from  his  cham- 
ber, and  laid  on  a  couch  in  the  state- 
apartment.  His  lady  had  not  yet  left 
the  room  of  his  daughter  j  by  whose  side 
she  had  lain  the  whole  night,  in  hopes 
of  infecting  her  with  the  fears  which 
possessed  herself. 

Helen  replied,  that  she  could  see  no 
reason  for  direful  apprehensions,  if  her 
father,  instead  of  joining  Wallace  in  per- 
son, would,  when  he  had~  sent  him  suc- 
cours, retire  with  his  family  into  the 
Highlands  5  and  there  await  the  issue  of 
the  contest.  "  It  is  too  late  to  retreat, 
my  dear  madam,"  continued  she  ;  "  the 
first  blow  against  the  public  enemy  was 
struck  in  defence  of  Lord  Mar :  and 
would  you  have  my  father  act  so  base  a 
part,  as  to  abandon  his  preserver  to  the 
wrath  such  generous  assistance  has  pro- 
voked?" 

"  Alas,  my  child !"  answered  the 
Countess  ;  "  what  great  service  will  he 
have  done  to  me  or  to  your  father,  if  he 
deliver  him  from  one  danger,  only  to 
plunge  him  into  another?  Edward's 
power  in  this  country  is  too  great  to  be 
resisted  now.  Have  not  most  of  our 
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barons  sworn  fealty  to  him  ?  and  are  not 
the  potent  families  of  the  Cummin,  the 
Soulis,  and  the  March,  all  in  his  interest  ? 
You  may  perhaps  say,  that  most  of  these 
are  my  relations,  and  that  I  may  turn 
them  which  way  I  will  ;  but  if  I  have  no 
influence  with  a  husband,  it  would  be 
madness  to  expect  it  over  more  distant 
kindred.  How  then,  with  such  a  host 
against  him,  can  your  infatuated  father 
venture,  without  despair,  to  support  the 
man  who  breaks  the  Peace  with  Eng- 
land ?" 

"  Who  can  despair,  my  dear  madam," 
returned  Helen,  "  in  so  just  a  cause ! 
Let  us  rather  believe  with  our  good  King 
David,  that  Honour  must  hope  always  ; 
for  no  real  evil  can  befal  the  virtuous,  either 
in  this  world  or  the  next !  Were  la  man, 
the  justice  that  leads  on  the  brave  Wal- 
lace, would  nerve  my  arm  with  the 
Strength  of  a  host.  Besides,  look  at  our 
country :  —  God's  gift  of  freedom  is 
stampt  upon  it.  —  Our  mountains  are  his 
seal.  —  Plains  are  the  proper  territories 
of  tyranny:  there  the  armies  of  an 
usurper  may  extend  themselves  with 
ease  j  leaving  no  corner  unoccupied,  in 
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which  patriotism  might  shelter,  or  treason 
hide.  But  mountains,  glens,  morasses, 
lakes,  set  bounds  to  conquest ;  and 
amidst  these  stands  the  impregnable  seat 
of  liberty.  To  such  a  fortress,  to  the 
deep  defiles  of  Loch  Catherine,  or  to  the 
cloud-piercing  heights  of  Corryarraick,  I 
would  have  my  father  retire.  In  safety 
he  may  there  watch  the  footsteps  of  our 
mountain-goddess,  till,  led  by  her  im- 
mortal champion,  she  plants  her  standard 
again  upon  the  hills  of  Scotland." 

The  complexion  of  the  animated  He- 
len, shone  with  a  radiant  glow-  Her 
heart  panted  with  a  foretaste  of  the  de- 
light she  would  feel,  when  all  her  gene- 
rous wishes  should  be  fulfilled  ;  and  pres- 
sing the  now  completed  banner  to  her 
breast,  with  an  enthusiasm  she  believed 
prophetic;  her  lips  moved,  though  her 
voice  did  not  utter  the  inexpressible  rap- 
ture of  her  heart. 

Lady  Mar  looked  at  her. "  It  is  well, 
romantic  girl,  that  you  are  of  my  own 
powerless  sex.  Had  it  been  otherwise, 
your  mad-headed  disobedience  might 
have  made  me  rue  the  day  I  became  your 
father's  wife." 
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"  Sex,  "  returned  Helen,  "  could  not 
have  altered  my  sense  of  duty.  Whether 
rrian  or  woman,  I  would  obey  you  in  all 
things  consistent  with  my  duty  to  a  high- 
er power  ;  but  when  it  commands,  then 
by  the  ordinance  of  Heaven,  we  must 
leave  father  and  mother,  and  cleave  unto 
it." 

"  And  what,  O  foolish  Helen,  do  you 
call  a  higher  duty,  than  that  of  a  child 
to  a  parent,  or  a  husband  to  his  wife  ?" 

<c  Duty  of  any  kind,"  respectfully  an- 
swered the  young  daughter  of  Mar, 
"  cannot  be  transgressed  with  innocence. 
—  Nor  would  it  be  any  relinquishing  of 
duty  to  you,  should  my  father  leave  you 
to  take  up  arms  in  the  assertion  of  his 
country's  rights.  Her  rights  are  your 
safety ;  and  therefore,  in  defending  them, 
a  husband,  or  a  son,  best  shews  his  sense 
of  domestic,  as  well  as  of  public  duty/' 

"  Who  taught  you  this  sophistry,  He- 
len ?  —  Not  your  heart,  for  it  would 
start  at  the  idea  of  your  father's  blood." 

Helen  turned  pale.  —  "  Perhaps,  Ma- 
dam, had  not  the  preservation  of  my 
father's  blood,  occasioned  such  malignity 
from  the  English,  that  nothing  but  an 
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armed  force  can  deliver  his  preserver,  I 
too  might  be  content  to  see  Scotland  in 
slavery.  But,  now,  to  wish  my  father  to 
shrink  behind  the  excuse  of  far-strained 
family  duties ;  and  to  abandon  Sir  Wil- 
liam Wallace,  to  the  blood-hounds  who 
hunt  his  life ;  would  be  to  devote  the 
name  of  Mar  to  infamy,  and  deservedly 
bring  a  curse  upon  his  offspring." 

"  Then  it  is  to"  preserve  Sir  William 
Wallace,  you  are  thus  anxious !  Your 
spirit  of  freedom  is  now  disallowed,  and 
all  this  mighty  gathering,  is  for  him  !  My 
husband,  his  vassals,  your  cousin,  and  in 
short,  the  sequestration  of  the  estates  of 
Mar  and  Bothwell,  are  all  to  be  put  to 
the  hazard,  on  account  of 'a  frantic  out- 
law ;  to  whom,  since  the  loss  of  his  wife, 
I  should  suppose,  death  would  be  prefer- 
able to  any  gratitude  we  can  pay  him." 

Lady  Helen,  at  this  ungrateful  lam 
guage,  inwardly  thanked  Heaven,  that 
she  inherited  no  part  of  the  blood  which 
animated  so  unfeeling  a  heart.  — *• "  That 
he  is  an  outlaw,  Lady  Mar,  springs  from 
Sus.  That  death  is  the  preferable  com- 
forter of  his  sorrows,  also  he  owes  to  qs ; 
tor  was  it  not  for  my  father's  sake,  that 
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his  wife  fell,  and  that  he  himself  was  driven 
into  the  wilds?  I  do  not  then  blush  for 
making  his  preservation  my  first  prayer  -9 
and  that  he  may  atchieve  the  freedom  of 
Spotland,  is  my  second." 

**  We  shall  see  whose  prayers  will  be  an- 
swered first !"  returned  Lady  Mar,  rising 
coldly  from  her  seat :  "  my  saints  are 
perhaps  nearer  than  yours ;  and  before 
the  close  of  this  day,  you  will  have  rea- 
son to  repent  such  extravagant  opinions. 
I  do  not  understand  them." 

"  Till  now,  you  never  disapproved 
them." 

*c  I  allowed  them  in  your  infancy,"  re- 
plied the  Countess,  "  because  I  thought 
they  went  no  farther  than  a  minstrel's 
song  5  but  since  they  are  become  so  dan- 
gerous, I  rue  the  hour  in  which  I  com- 
plied with  the  entreaties  of  Sir  Richard 
Maitland,  and  permitted  you,  and  your 
sister  to  remain  at  Thirlestane,  to  imbibe 
these  romantic  ideas  from  the  wizard  of 
Ercildown.  (u)  Had  not  Sir  Richard  been 
your  own  mother's  father,  I  would  not 
have  been  so  easily  prevailed  on ;  and 
thus  am  I  rewarded  for  my  indulgence." 

"  I  hope,    my    dear    Madam,"    said 
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Helen,  wishing  to  soften  the  displeasure 
of  her  step-mother,  "  I  hope  you  will 
never  be  ill  rewarded  for  that  indul- 
gence, either  by  my  grandfather,  my 
sister,  or  myself.  Isabella,  in  the  qui^t 
of  Thirlestane,  has  no  chance  of  giving 
you  the  offence  that  I  do  ;  and  I  am 
forced  to  offend  yon,  because  I  cannot 
disobey  my  conscience."  A  tear  stood  in 
the  eye  of  Lady  Helen  :  "  Cannot  you, 
dear  Lady  Mar,"  continued  she,  forcing 
a  smile,  "  pardon  the  daughter  of  your 
early  friend,  my  mother,  who  loved  you 
as  a  sister  ;  cannot  you  forgive  your  He* 
len,  for  revering  justice,  even  more  than 
your  favour  ?" 

More  influenced  by  the  sweet  humility 
of  her  daughter-in-law,  than  by  the  inge- 
nuous manner  with  which  she  maintained 
her  sentiments  ^or  with  the  appeal  to  the 
memory  of  the  first  Lady  Mar ;  the 
Countess  relaxed  the  frigid  air  she  had 
assumed ;  and  kissing  her,  with  many 
renewed  injunctions  to  bless  the  hand 
that  might  put  a  final  stop  to  so  ruinous 
an  enthusiasm  in  her  family,  she  quitted 
the  room. 

As  soon  as  Helen  was  alone,  she  for- 
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got  the  narrow-minded  arguments  of  the 
Countess  ;  and  calling  to  recollection  the 
generous  permission  with  which  her  fa- 
ther had  endowed  her  the  night  before, 
she  wrapped  herself  in  her  mantle,  and 
attended  by  her  page,  proceeded  to  the 
armoury.  The  armourer  was  already 
there ;  having  just  given  out  arms  for 
three  hundred  men,  who,  by  the  Earl's 
orders,  were  to  assemble  by  noon  on 
Bothwell  Moor. 

Helen  told  the  man,  she  came  for  the 
best  suit  of  armour  in  his  custody  :  "  one 
of  the  most  excellent  proof." 

He  drew  from  an  oaken  chest  a  coat  of 
black  mail,  studded  with  gold.  —  Helen 
admired  its  strength  and  beauty.  "  It  is 
the  richest  in  all  Scotland,"  answered  he, 
"  and  was  worn  by  our  great  Canmore 
in  all  his  victories." 

"  Then  it  is  worthy  its  destination.  — 
Biing  it,  with  its  helmet  and  sword,  to 
my  apartment." 

The  armourer  took  it  up,  and,  accomr 
panied  by  the  page  carrying  the  lighter 
parts,  followed  her  into  the  western 
tower. 

When  Helen  was  again  alone,  it  being 
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yet  very  early  in  the  morning,  she  em- 
ployed herself  in  pluming  the  casque, 
and  forming  the  scarf,  she  meant  should 
adorn  her  present.  —  Thus  time  flew,  till 
the  sand-glass  told  her  it  was  the  eighth 
hour.  But  ere  she  had  finished  her 
task,  she  was  roused  from  the  profound 
stillness  in  which  that  part  of  the  cas- 
tle lay,  by  the  doleful  lament  of  the 
troop  returning  from  Ellerslie. 

She  dropt  the  half-formed  scarf  from 
her  hand  ;  and  listened,  without  daring 
to  draw  her  breath,  to  the  deep-toned 
lamentations.  She  thought  that  she  had 
never  before  heard  the  dirge  of  her 
country  so  piercing,  so  thrillingly  aw- 
ful. —  Her  head  fell  on  the  armour  and 
scarf.  "  Sweet  lady !"  sighed  she  to  her- 
self, "  who  is  it  that  dares  thus  invade  thy 
duties  !  —  But  my  gratitude  —  gratitude 
to  thy  once-loved  lord,  will  not  offend 
thy  pure  spirit  1"  Again  the  mournful 
wailings  rose  on  the  air ;  and  with  a  con- 
vulsion of  feelings  she  could  not  restrain, 
she  threw  herself,  on  her  knees,  and 
leaning  her  head  on  the  newly  adorned 
helmet,  wept  profusely. 

VOL.    I.  H 
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Murray  entered  the  room  unobserved. 
s(  Helen  !  my  dear  cousin !"  cried  he : 
she  started,  and  rising,  apologised  for  her 
tears  by  owning  the  truth.  He  now 
told  her,  that  the  body  of  the  deceased 
lady  was  deposited  in  the  chapel  of  the 
castle;  and  that  the  priests  from  the 
adjacent  priory  only  awaited  her  pre- 
sence, to  consign  it  with  the  church's 
rites,  to  its  tomb. 

Helen  retired  for  a  few  minutes  to 
recover  herself;  and  then  re-entering, 
covered  with  a  black  veil,  was  led  by  her 
cousin  to  the  awful  scene. 

The  bier  lay  before  the  altar.  The 
prior  of  Saint  Fillan,  in  his  holy  vestments, 
stood  at  its  head  ;  a  band  of  monks  were 
ranged  on  each  side.  The  maids  of  Lady 
Helen,  in  mourning  garments,  met  their 
mistress  at  the  portal.  They  had  wrapped 
the  beautiful  corpse  in  the  shroud  pre- 
pared for  it :  and  now  having  laid  it, 
strewed  with  flowers,  upon  the  bier,  they 
advanced  to  their  trembling  lady,  expect- 
ing her  to  approve  their  services.  Helen 
drew  near  —  she  bowed  to  the  priests. 
One  of  the  women  put  her  hand  on  the 


THE    SCOTTISH    CHIEFS.  147 

pall  to  uncover  the  once  lovely  face  of 
the  murdered  Marion.  Lady  Helen 
hastily  resisted  the  woman's  motion,  by 
laying  her  hand  also  upon  the  pall.  The 
chill  of  death,  struck  through  the  velvet 
to  her  touch.  She  turned  pale ;  and 
waving  her  hand  to  the  prior  to  begin, 
the  bier  was  lowered  by  the  priests  into 
the  tomb  beneath.  As  it  descended, 
Helen  sunk  upon  her  knees,  and  the  an- 
them for  departed  souls  was  raised.  The 
pealing  notes,  as  they  rose  and  swelled, 
seemed  to  bear  up  the  spirit  of  the  sainted 
Marion  to  its  native  heaven  ;  and  the 
tears  which  now  flowed  from  the  eyes  of 
Helen,  as  they  mingled  with  her  pious 
aspirations,  seemed  the  balm  of  paradise 
descending  upon  her  soul. 

When  all  was  over,  the  venerable  Hal- 
bert,  who  had  concealed  his  overwhelm- 
ing sorrow  behind  a  pillar,  threw  himself 
on  the  cold  stone  which  for  ever  closed 
the  last  chamber  of  his  mistress.  With 
faint  cries,  he  gave  way  to  the  woe  which 
shook  his  aged  bosom,  and  called  on 
death  to  lay  him  low  with  her.  The 
women  of  Lady  Helen  again  chanted 
forth  their  melancholy  wailings  for  the 
H  2 
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dead;  and  unable  longer  to  bear  the 
scene,  she  threw  herself  into  the  arms  of 
her  cousin,  and  was  carried  in  an  almost 
insensible  state  to  her  apartment. 


CHAP.  IX. 

BOTHWELL    DUNGEONS. 

HAVING  rewarded  his  trusty  followers, 
with  their  promised  war-bonnets  from  the 
hand  of  Helen,  and  dispatched  them 
onward  to  the  foot  of  Cartlane  craigs,  to 
await  his  arrival  with  the  larger  levy  ; 
Murray  proceeded  to  the  apartment  of 
Lord  Mar,  to  inform  him  how  far  he  had 
executed  his  commands,  and  to  hear  his 
future  orders.  He  found  the  veteran 
Earl,  surrounded  by  arms  and  armed 
men ;  fifty  brave  Scots,  who  were  to 
lead  the  three  hundred,  now  on  the  Both- 
well  moor,  and  were  receiving  their 
spears  and  swords,  and  other  weapons, 
from  the  hands  of  their  lord, 

"  Bear  these  stoutly,  my  gallant  coun- 
trymen," cried  he  ;  "  and  remember  that 
although  the  dragon  (°)  of  England  has 
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burnt  up  your  harvests,  and  laid  our 
houses  in  ashes ;  —  there  is  yet  a  lion  in 
Scotland,  to  wither  his  power,  and  glut 
you  with  his  spoil !" 

He  had  scarcely  uttered  these  words, 
when  the  double  doors  of  the  apartment 
flew  open,  and  all  eyes  were  blasted  by 
the  sudden  sight  of  Lord  Soulis.  (p)  A 
man  in  splendid  English  armour,  with  a 
train  of  Southron  soldiers,  followed  this 
recreant  Scot. 

The  Earl  started  from  his  couch.  — 
"  Lord  Soulis,  what  is  the  occasion  of 
this  unapprised  visit  ?" 

"  The  ensign  of  the  liege  lord  of  Scot- 
land, is  my  warrant !"  replied  he  :  "  you 
are  my  prisoner ;  and  in  the  name  of  King 
Edward  of  England,  I  take  possession  of 
this  castle." 

"  Never/*  cried  the  Earl,  "  while  there 
is  a  man's  arm  within  it." 

"  Man  or  woman,"  returned  Lord  Soulis, 
"  must  surrender  to  Edward.  Three 
thousand  English,  have  seized  three  hun- 
dred of  your  insurgents,  on  Bothwell 
moor.  The  castle  is  surrounded,  and 
resistance  impossible.  —  Throw  down 
your  arms,  ye  mutinous  villains  !"  cried 
H  3 
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he,  turning  to  the  Scots  who  were  pre- 
sent ;  "  or  be  hanged  for  rebellion  against 
your  lawful  sovereign !" 

"  Our  lawful  sovereign,"  returned  a 
young  man  who  stood  near  him,  "  must 
be  the  enemy  of  Edward  ;  and  to  none 
else  will  we  yield  our  swords  !" 

"  Traitor  1"  cried  the  English  com- 
mander, while  with  a  sudden,  and  dreadful 
stroke  of  his  battle-axe,  he  laid  the  body 
of  the  generous  Scot  a  headless  corpse 
at  his  feet.  A  direful  cry  proceeded 
from  his  enraged  comrades.  Every  sword 
was  drawn  ;  and  before  the  bewildered 
and  soul-struck  Earl  could  utter  a  word, 
the  furies  blew  their  most  horrible  blast 
through  the  chamber;  and  the  half 
frantic  Mar  beheld  his  brave  Scots  at  one 
moment  victorious,  and  in  the  next  the 
floor  strewed  with  their  dead  bodies.  A 
new  succession  of  blood  hounds  had 
rushed  in  at  every  door  ;  and  before  the 
exterminating  sword  was  allowed  to  rest, 
the  whole  of  his  faithful  troops  lay  around 
him,  wounded  and  dying.  Several  had 
fallen  across  his  body;  having  warded 
with  their  lives,  the  strokes  they  believed 
levelled  at  his.  In  vain  his  voice  had 
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called  upon  his  men  to  surrender ;  in  vain 
he  had  implored  the  iron-hearted  Soulis, 
and  his  coadjutor  Aymer  de  Valence,  to 
stop  the  havoc  of  death.  All  now  lay  in 
blood :  and  the  heat  of  the  room, 
thronged  by  the  victors,  became  so 
intolerable,  that  De  Valence,  for  his  own 
sake,  ordered  the  Earl  to  be  removed 
into  another  apartment. 

Meanwhile,  unconscious  of  these 
events,  Helen  had  lain  down  on  her  bed, 
to  seek  a  few  minutes'  repose ;  and  having 
watched  the  whole  of  the  preceding  night, 
was  sunk  into  a  profound  sleep. 

Murray,  who  was  present  at  the  abrupt 
entrance  of  the  enemy,  no  sooner  heard 
them  declare  that  the  castle  was  sur- 
rounded by  a  comparatively  large  army, 
than  he  foresaw  all  would  be  lost.  On 
the  instant,  and  before  the  dreadful 
signal  of  carnage  was  given  in  the  fall 
of  the  young  Scot,  he  slid  behind  the 
canopy  of  his  uncle's  couch  ;  and  lifting 
the  arras,  by  a  back-door,  which  led  to 
some  private  rooms,  hastily  made  his 
way  to  the  chamber  of  his  cousin.  As 
he  hurried  along,  he  heard  a  fearful 
shout.  He  paused  for  a  moment,  but 
H  4 
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thinking  it  best,  whatever  might  have 
happened,  to  secure  the  safety  of  Helen, 
he  flew  onward,  and  entered  her  room. 
She  lay  upon  the  bed  in  a  deep  sleep, 
"  Awake  !  Helen,"  cried  he  ;  "  for  your 
life  awake  1" 

She  opened  her  eyes ;  but,  without 
allowing  her  time  to  speak,  he  hastily 
added,  "  the  castle  is  full  of  armed  men, 
led  hither  by  the  English  commander 
Aymer  de  Valence,  and  the  execrable 
Soulis.  Unless  you  fly  through  the 
vaulted  passage,  you  will  be  their  pri- 


soner." 


Helen  gazed  at  him  full  of  terror  : 
"  Where  is  my  father  ?  Leave  him,  I 
cannot." 

((  Fly,  in  pity  to  your  father.  Oh,  do 
not  hesitate  !  What  will  be  his  anguish, 
should  you  fall  into  the  hands  of  the 
furious  man  whose  love  you  have  rejected  j 
when  it  will  no  longer  be  in  the  power 
of  a  parent,  to  preserve  your  person  from 
the  outrages  of  his  eager  and  avengeful 
passion.  If  you  had  seen  Soulis's 
threatening  eyes — "  He  was  interrupted 
by  a  clamour  in  the  opposite  gallery,  and 
the  shrieks  of  women.  Helen  grasped 
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his  arm  :  "  Alas,  my  poor  damsels !  I 
will  go  with  you  —  whither  you  will,  to 
be  far  from  him." 

As  Murray  threw  his  arm  about  her 
waist,  to  impel  her  failing  steps,  his  eyes 
fell  on  the  banner  and  the  suit  of  armour. 

"  All  else  must  be  left ;"  exclaimed 
he,  seizing  the  banner ;  and  hurrying 
Helen  forward,  he  hastened  with  her 
down  the  stairs,  which  led  from  the 
western  watch-tower  to  the  vaults  beneath 
the  castle.  On  entering  the  first  cellar, 
to  which  a  dim  light  was  admitted  through 
a  small  grating  near  the  top,  he  looked 
around  for  the  arch-way  that  contained 
the  avenue  of  their  release.  Having 
descried  it,  and  raised  one  of  the  large 
flags  which  paved  the  floor,  he  assisted 
his  affrighted  cousin  down  a  short  flight 
of  steps,  into  the  secret  passage :  "  This/* 
whispered  he,  "  will  carry  us,  in  a  direct 
line,  to  the  cell  of  the  prior  of  St. 
Fillan." 

"  But  what  will  become  of  my  father, 
and  Lady  Mar  ?  This  flight,  while  they 
are  in  danger  —  O  !  I  fear  to  complete 
it!" 

"  Rather  fear  the  libertine  Soulis," 
H  5 
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returned  Murray ;  "  he  can  only  make 
them  prisoners.  And  even  that  injury 
shall  be  of  short  duration  ;  I  will  soon  join 
the  brave  Wallace, — and  then,  my  sweet 
cousin,  liberty,  and  a  happy  meeting !" 

"  Alas,  his  venerable  harper !"  cried 
she,  suddenly  recollecting  Halbert ; 
"  should  he  be  discovered  to  have  be- 
longed to  Wallace,  he,  too,  will  be  mas- 
sacred by  these  merciless  men." 

Murray  stopped  :  "  Have  you  courage 
to  remain  in  this  darkness  alone?  If 
so,  I  will  seek  him,  and  he  shall  accom- 
pany us." 

Helen  had  courage  for  any  thing  but 
the  dangers  Murray  might  encounter,  by 
returning  into  the  castle  ;  but  the  gene- 
rous youth  had  entered  too  fully  into  her 
apprehensions  concerning  the  old  man, 
to  be  withheld.  "  Should  I  be  delayed  in 
coming  back,"  said  he,  recollecting  the 
possibility  of  himself  being  attacked  and 
slain,  "  go  forward  to  the  end  of  this 
passage.  It  will  lead  you  to  a  flight  of 
stairs  ;  ascend  them  ;  and  by  drawing  the 
bolt  of  a  door,  you  will  find  yourself  at 
once  in  the  prior's  cell." 

"  Talk  not  of  delay,"  replied  Helen  j 
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"  return  quickly,  and  I  will  await  you  at 
the  entrance  of  the  passage."  So  saying, 
she  swiftly  retraced  with  him  her  steps 
to  the  bottom  of  the  stone  stairs  by 
which  they  had  descended.  He  re-raised 
the  flag,  sprung  out  of  the  aperture,  and 
closing  it  down,  left  her  in  solitude  and 
darkness. 

Murray  passed  through  the  first  cel- 
lar, and  was  proceeding  to  the  second, 
(amongst  the  catacombs  of  which  lay 
the  concealed  entrance  to  the  private 
stairs),  when  he  saw  the  great  gates  of 
the  cellar  open,  and  a  large  party  of 
English  soldiers  enter.  They  were  con- 
ducted by  the  butler  of  the  castle  ;  who 
seemed  to  perform  his  office  very  unwil- 
lingly, while  they  crowded  in,  thirsty, 
and  riotous. 

Aware  how  unequal  his  single  arm 
would  be,  to  contend  with  such  numbers, 
Murray,  at  the  first  glance  of  these 
plunderers,  retreated  behind  a  heap  of 
casks  in  a  remote  corner.  While  the 
trembling  butler  was  loading  a  dozen  of 
the  men,  with  flasks  for  the  refreshment 
of  their  masters  above,  the  rest  were 
helping  themselves  from  the  adjacent 
H  6 
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catacombs.  Some  left  the  cellars  with 
their  booty,  and  others  remained  to  drink 
it  on  the  spot.  Glad  to  escape  the  in- 
sults of  the  soldiers,  who  lay  wallowing 
in  the  wine,  Bothwell's  old  servant  quit- 
ted the  cellar  with  the  last  company 
which  bore  flaggons  to  their  comrades 
above. 

Murray  listened  anxiously,  in  hopes  of 
hearing  from  his  garrulous  neighbours 
some  intimation  of  the  fate  of  his  uncle 
and  aunt.  He  hearkened  in  vain,  for 
nothing  was  uttered  by  these  intoxicated 
banditti,  but  loud  boastings  of  the  num- 
ber each  had  slain  in  the  Earl's  apart- 
ment 5  execrations  against  the  Scots,  for 
their  obstinate  resistance ;  and  a  thou- 
sand sanguinary  wishes,  that  the  nation 
had  but  one  neck,  which  they  might  de- 
stroy at  a  single  blow. 

How  often,  during  this  conversation, 
was  Murray  tempted  to  rush  out  amongst 
them,  and  seize  a  desperate  revenge.  But 
the  thought  of  his  poor  cousin,  now 
awaiting  his  return,  and  perhaps  already 
suffering  dreadful  alarms  from  such  ex- 
traordinary uproar,  restrained  him;  and 
unable  to  move  from  his  hiding  place, 
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without  precipitating  himself  into  instant 
death,  he  remained  nearly  an  hour  in  the 
most  painful  anxiety;  watching  the  drop- 
ping to  sleep  of  this  horrid  crew,  one  by 
one. 

When  all  seemed  hushed;  not  a  voice, 
even  in  a  whisper,  startling  his  ear ;  he 
ventured  forth,  with  a  stealing  step,  to- 
wards the  slumbering  group,  Like  his 
brave  ancestor,  Gaul,  the  son  of  Morni, 
he  disdained  to  stab  a  sleeping  foe  !  He 
must  pass  them,  to  reach  the  private 
stairs.  He  paused,  and  listened.  Silence 
still  reigned ;  not  even  a  hand  moved,  so 
deeply  were  they  sunk  in  the  fumes  of 
wine.  He  took  courage,  and  flew  with 
the  lightness  of  air  to  the  secret  door. 
As  he  laid  his  hand  on  it,  it  opened  from 
without,  and  two  persons  appeared.  By 
the  few  rays  which  gleamed  from  the 
expiring  torches  of  the  sleepers,  he  could 
see  that  the  first  wore  English  armour. 
Murray  believed  himself  lost ;  but  de- 
termined to  sell  his  life  dearly,  he  made 
a  spring,  and  caught  the  man  by  the 
throat,  when  some  one  seizing  his  arm, 
exclaimed  —  "  Stop,  my  Lord  Murray  ! 
it  is  the  faithful  Grimsby."  Murray  let 
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go  his  hold,  glad  to  find  that  both  his 
English  friend,  and  the  venerable  object 
of  his  solicitude,  were  thus  providentially 
brought  to  meet  him  ;  but  fearing  that 
the  violence  of  his  action,  and  Halbert's 
exclamation,  might  have  alarmed  the 
sleeping  soldiers,  (who,  drunk  as  they 
were,  were  too  numerous  to  be  resisted,) 
he  laid  his  finger  on  the  lip  of  Grimsby, 
and  motioned  to  the  astonished  pair  to 
follow  him. 

As  they  advanced,  they  perceived  one 
of  the   soldiers  move,    as   if  disturbed* 
Murray  held  his  sword  over  the  sleeping 
wretch,  ready  to  plunge  it  into  his  heart 
should  he  attempt  to  rise:  but  he  became 
still  again  ;  and  the  fugitives  having  ap- 
proached the  flag,  Murray  drew  it  up, 
and  eager  to  haven  his  double  charge,  he 
thrust  them  together  down  the  stairs.   At 
that  moment  a  shriek  from  Helen,  (who 
had  discovered,  by  the  gleam  of  light 
which  burst  into  the  vault,  a  man  de- 
scending  in    English    armour,)    echoed 
through  the  cellars.    Two  of  the  soldiers 
jumped  upon  their  feet,  and  rushed  upon 
Murray.    He  had  let  the  flag  drop  behind 
him  5  but  still  remaining  by  it,  in  case  of 
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an  opportunity  to  escape,  he  received  the 
strokes  of  their  weapons  upon  his  target, 
and  returned  them  with  equal  rapidity. 
One  assailant  lay  gasping  at  his  feet.  But 
the  clashing  of  arms,  and  the  cries  of  the 
survivor,  had  already  awakened  the  whole 
crew.  With  horrid  menaces,  they  threw 
themselves  towards  the  young  Scot ;  and 
would  certainly  have  cut  him  to  pieces, 
had  he  not  snatched  the  only  remaining 
torch  out  of  the  hand  of  a  staggering 
soldier,  and  extinguished  it  under  his 
foot.  Bewildered  where  to  find  their 
prey,  with  threats  and  imprecations,  they 
groped  in  darkness,  slashing  the  air 
with  their  swords,  and  not  unfrequently 
wounding  each  other  in  the  vain  search. 

Murray  was  now  far  from  their  pursuit. 
He  had  no  sooner  put  out  the  light,  than 
he  pulled  up  the  flag,  and  leaping  down, 
drew  it  after  him,  and  found  himself  in 
safety.  Desperate  as  was  the  contest,  it 
had  been  short ;  for  he  yet  heard  the  foot- 
steps of  the  panic-struck  Helen,  flying 
along  the  passage.  The  Englishman  and 
Halbert,  on  the  first  falling  of  the  flag, 
not  knowing  its  spring,  had  unsuccess- 
fully tried  to  re-raise  it,  that  they  might 
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assist  Murray  in  the  tumult  above.  On 
his  appearing  again  so  unexpectedly,  they 
declared  their  joy  ;  but  the  young  lord, 
impatient  to  calm  the  apprehensions  of 
his  cousin,  returned  no  other  answer  than 
tc  Follow  me !"  while  he  darted  forward. 
Terror  had  given  her  wings ;  and  even 
prevented  her  hearing  the  low  sounds  of 
Murray's  voice,  which  he  durst  not  raise 
to  a  higher  pitch,  for  fear  of  being  over- 
heard by  the  enemy.  —  Thus,  while  she 
lost  all  presence  of  mind,  he  did  not 
come  up  with  her,  till  she  fell  breathless 
against  the  stairs,  at  the  extremity  of  the 
vault. 


CHAR  X. 

ST.  FILLAN'S. 

As  soon  as  Murray  found  her  within 
his  arms,  he  clasped  her  insensible  form 
to  his  breast,  and  carrying  her  up  the 
steps,  drew  the  bolt  of  the  door.  It 
sprung  open,  and  discovered  a  large  mo- 
nastic cell,  into  which  the  day-light  shone 
through  one  long  narrow  window.  A 
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straw  pallet,  an  altar,  and  a  marble  bason, 
were  the  furniture.  The  cell  was  soli- 
tary, the  owner  being  then  at  mass  in  the 
chapel  of  the  monastery.  Murray  laid 
down  his  death-like  burthen  on  the 
monk's  bed.  He  then  ventured  (believ- 
ing, as  it  was  to  restore  so  pure  a  being, 
to  life,  it  could  not  be  sacrilege)  to  throw 
some  of  the  holy  water  upon  his  cousin's 
face ;  and  by  means  of  a  little  chalice, 
which  stood  upon  the  altar,  he  poured 
some  into  her  mouth.  At  last,  opening 
her  eyes,  she  recognised  the  figure  of  her 
young  kinsman  leaning  over  her.  The 
almost  paralysed  Halbert  stood  at  her 
feet.  "  Blessed  Virgin !  am  I  yet  safe, 
and  with  my  dear  Andrew !  Oh  !  I 
feared  you  were  slain !"  cried  she,  burst- 
ing into  tears. 

"  Thank  God,  we  are  both  safe,"  an- 
swered he  :  "  comfort  yourself,  my  be- 
loved cousin  !  you  are  now  on  holy 
ground  j  this  is  the  cell  of  the  prior  of 
St.  Fillan.  None  but  the  hand  of  an  in- 
fidel, dare  wrest  you  from  this  sanctuary." 

"  But  my  father  and  Lady  Mar  ?"  And 
again  her  tears  flowed. 

"  The  Countess,  my  gracious  lady," 
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answered  Halbert,  "  since  you  could  not 
be  found  in  the  castle,  is  allowed  to  ac- 
company your  father  to  Dumbarton  cas- 
tle. They  are  to  be  treated  with  every 
respect,  until  De  Valence  receives  further 
orders  from  King  Edward." 

"  But  for  Wallace  !"  cried  she,  "  ah, 
where  then  are  the  succours  we  were  to 
have  sent  to  him!  —  And  without  succours, 
how  can  he,  or  you,  dearest  Andrew, 
rescue  my  father  from  this  tyranny  V9 

"  Do  not  despair,"  replied  Murray  ! 
"  look  but  at  the  banner,  you  held  fast, 
even  while  insensible  ;  your  own  hands 
have  engraven  my  answer  —  God  armeth 
the  patriot!  —  Convinced  of  that,  can  you 
still  fear  for  your  father  ?  No  ;  I  will 
join  Wallace  to-morrow  ;  your  own  fifty 
warriors  await  me  at  the  bottom  of  Cart- 
lane  craigs  ;  and  if  any  treachery  should 
be  meditated  against  my  uncle,  that  mo- 
ment we  will  rase  the  towers  of  Dumbar- 
ton to  their  foundation." 

Helen's  reply  was  a  deep  sigh:  she 
thought  it  might  be  Heaven's  will  that 
her  father,  like  the  good  Lord  Douglas, 
should  fall  a  victim  to  royal  revenge  ; 
and  so  sad  were  her  forebodings,  that 
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she  hardly  dared  to  hope  what  the 
sanguine  disposition  of  her  cousin  pro- 
mised. —  Grimsby  now  came  forward ; 
and  unloosing  an  iron  box  from  under 
his  arm,  put  it  into  the  hands  of  Lord 
Murray. 

"  This  fatal  treasure,"  said  he,  "  was 
committed  to  my  care  by  the  Earl  your 
uncle,  to  deliver  to  the  prior  of  St. 
Fillan's." 

"  What  does  it  contain  ?"  demanded 
Murray  :  -"I  never  saw  it  before." 

"  I  know  not  its  contents  ;"  returned 
the  soldier  ;  "  it  belongs  to  Sir  William 
Wallace." 

*<  Indeed  !"  ejaculated  Helen  :  "  If  it 
be  treasure,  why  was  it  not  rather  sent 
to  him  ?"  —  "  But  how,  honest  soldier," 
asked  Murray,  "  could  you  escape  with 
it,  and  Halbert  too  ?  I  am  at  a  loss  to  con- 
jecture, but  by  miracle."  He  replied, 
that  as  soon  as  the  English,  and  their 
Scottish  partisans,  under  Lord  Soulis, 
had  surprised  the  castle,  he  saw  that  his 
only  chance  of  safety,  was  to  throw  off 
the  bonnet  and  plaid,  and  mix  amongst 
the  numerous  soldiers  who  had  taken 
possession  of  the  gates.  His  armour,  and 
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his  language,  showed  he  was  their  country- 
man ;  and  they  easily  believed,  that  he 
had  joined  the  plunderers,  as  a  volunteer 
from  the  army  which,  at  a  greater  dis- 
tance, beleaguered  the  castle.  The  story 
of  his  desertion  from  the  Lanark  gar- 
rison, had  not  yet  reached  those  of  Glas- 
gow and  Dumbarton  ;  and  one  or  two 
men,  who  had  known  him  in  former  ex- 
peditions, readily  reported,  that  he  had 
been  drafted  into  the  present  one.  Their 
recognition  warranted  his  truth  j  and  he 
had  no  difficulty,  after  the  carnage  in 
the  state  apartment,  to  make  his  way  to 
the  bed-chamber  where  Lord  Aymer  de 
Valence  had  ordered  Lord  Mar  to  be 
carried.  He  found  the  Earl  alone,  and 
lost  in  grief.  He  knew  not  but  that  his 
nephew,  and  even  his  daughter  and  wife, 
had  fallen  beneath  the  impetuous  swords 
of  the  enemy.  Astonished  at  seeing  the 
soldier  walking  at  large,  he  expressed  his 
surprise  with  some  suspicions.  But 
Grimsby  told  him  the  stratagem  he  had 
used,  and  assured  him,  Lord  Andrew  had 
not  been  seen  since  the  onset.  This  in- 
formation inspired  the  Earl  with  a  hope 
that  his  nephew  might  have  escaped: 
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and  when  the  soldier  also  said,  that  he  had 
seen  the  Countess  led  by  Lord  Soulis 
across  the  hall  towards  the  Lady  Helen's 
apartments,  while  he  overheard  him  pro- 
mising them  every  respect  j  the  Earl 
seemed  comforted.  "  But  how,  (inquired 
he  of  Grimsby)  has  this  hard  fate  befallen 
us  ?  Have  you  learnt  how  De  Valence 
knew  that  I  meant  to  take  up  arms  for 
my  country?" 

When  the  Soldier  was  relating  this  part 
of  the  conference,  Murray  interrupted 
him  with  the  same  demand. 

"  On  that  head  I  cannot  fully  satisfy 
you,"  replied  he ;  "I  could  only  gather 
from  the  soldiers,  that  a  sealed  packet 
had  been  delivered  to  Lord  Aymer  de 
Valence  late  last  night  at  Dumbarton 
castle.  Soulis  was  then  there  ;  and  he. 
immediately  set  off  to  Glasgow,  for  the 
followers  he  had  left  in  that  town,  Early 
this  morning  he  joined  De  Valence,  and 
his  legions  on  Both  well  moor.  The  con- 
sequences there,  you  know.  But  they 
do  not  end  at  Bothwell :  the  gallant 
Wallace  — " 

At  that  name,  so  mentioned,  the  heart 
of  Helen  grew  cold  — 
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"  What  of  him  ?"  exclaimed  Murray. 

"  No  personal  harm  has  yet  happened 
to  Sir  William  Wallace,"  replied  Grimsby ; 
"  but  at  the  same  moment  in  which  De 
Valence  gave  orders  for  his  troops  to 
march  to  Bothwell,  he  sent  others  to  in- 
tercept that  persecuted  knight's  escape 
from  the  Cartlane  craigs." 

"  That  accursed  sealed  packet,"  cried 
Murray,  "  has  been  the  traitor !  Some 
villain  in  Bothweli  castle,  must  have 
written  it.  Whence  else  could  have  come 
the  information  ?  And  if  so,"  added  he, 
with  tremendous  emphasis,  "  may  the 
blast  of  slavery  ever  pursue  him  and  his 
posterity  !" 

Helen  shuddered,  as  the  amen  to  this 
frightful  malediction  was  echoed  by  the 
voices  of  Halbert  and  the  soldier.  The 
latter  continued : 

"  When  I  informed  Lord  Mar,  of 
these  measures  against  Wallace,  he  ex- 
pressed a  hope  that  your  first  detachment 
to  his  assistance,  might,  with  yourself 
perhaps  at  its  head,  elude  their  vigilance, 
and  join  his  friend.  This  discourse  re- 
minded him  of  the  iron  box.  It  is  in  that 
closet,  (said  he,  pointing  to  an  opposite 
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door  ;)  you  will  find  it  beneath  the  little 
altar  before  which  I  pay  my  daily  duties 
to  the  Allwise  Dispenser  of  the  fates  of 
men  :  take  it  thence,  and  buckle  it  to 
your  side. 

"  I  obeyed  ;  and  he  then  proceeded  :  — 

There  are  two  passages    in  this  house, 

which    lead    to    sanctuary*     The    one 

nearest    to    us,   is   the  safest   for   you. 

A  stair-case  from  the  closet  you   have 

just  left,  will  lead  you   directly  into  the 

chapel.  When  there,  hasten  to  the  image 

of  the  Virgin,  and  slip  aside   the  mar- 

ble tablet  on  the  back  of  the  pedestal  :  it 

will   admit  you   to    a  flight   of  steps; 

descend   them,  and  at  the  bottom  you 

will  find  a  door,  that  will  convey  you  in- 

to a  range  of  cellars.     Lift  up  the  largest 

flag  stone  in  the  second,  and  you  will  be 

conducted  through  a  dark   vault  to  an 

iron  door  ;  draw  the  bolt,  and  remain  in 

the  cell  it  will  open  to  you,  till  the  mas- 

ter enters.  He  is  the  prior  of  St.  Fillan's, 

and   a   Murray.     Give  him  this  golden 

cross,  which  he  well  knows,  as  a  mark 

you  come  from  me  ;  and  say  it  is  my  re- 

quest, that  he  assist  you  to  gain  the  sea- 

shore.    As  for  the  iron  box,  tell  him  to 
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preserve  it  as  he  would  his  life  :  and  ne- 
ver to  give  it  up,  but  to  myself,  my 
children,  or  to  Sir  William  Wallace,  its 
rightful  owner."  . 

"<  Alas !"  cried  Halbert,  "  that  he  had 
never  been  its  owner  !  that  he  had  never 
brought  it  to  Ellerslie,  to  draw  down 
misery  on  his  head !  —  Ill-omened  trust  ! 
whatever  it  contains,  its  presence  carries 
blood  and  sorrow  in  its  train.  Wherever 
it  has  been  deposited,  war  and  murder 
have  followed  :  —  I  trust  my  dear  master 
will  never  see  it  more !" 

"  He  may  indeed  never  see  it  more  !" 
murmured  Helen,  in  a  low  voice: 
"  Where  are  now  my  gay  anticipations 
of  freedom  to  Scotland?  Alas,  Andrew," 
said  she,  taking  his  hand,  and  weeping 
over  it ;  "I  have  been  too  presumptuous  ; 
— -  my  father  is  a  prisoner,  and  Sir  Wil- 
liam Wallace  is  lost !" 

"Cease,  my  dear  Helen;"  cried  he; 
"  cease  thus  to  distress  yourself! — 
These  are  merely  the  vicissitudes  of  the 
great  contention  we  are  engaged  in.  We 
must  expect  occasional  disappointments, 
or  look  for  miracles  every  day.  Such  dis- 
asters are  sent  as  lessons,  to  teach  us 


THE   SCOTTISH    CHIEFS.  169 

precaution,  promptitude,  and  patience 
—  these  are  the  soldier's  graces,  my 
sweet  cousin,  and  depend  on  it,  I  will 
pay  them  due  obedience.'* 
*  "  But  why,"  asked  Helen,  taking  com- 
fort from  the  unsubdued  spirits  of  her 
cousin,  "  why,  my  good  soldier,  did  not 
my  dear  father  take  advantage  of  this 
sanctuary  ?" 

"  I  urged  the  Earl  to  accompany  me," 
returned  Grimsby  ;  "  but  he  said,  such  a 
proceeding  would  leave  his  wife  and 
babes  in  unprotected  captivity.  '  No  ;' 
added  he  ;  'I  will  await  my  fate  ;  for 
the  God  of  those  who  trust  in  him,  knows 
that  I  do  not  fear  !' 

"Having  received  such  peremptory 
orders  from  the  Earl,  I  took  my  leave ; 
and  entering  the  chapel  by  the  way  he 
directed,  was  agreeably  surprised  to  find 
the  worthy  Halbert ;  whom,  never  hav- 
ing seen  since  the  funeral  obsequies,  I 
supposed  had  fallen  during  the  carnage 
in  the  state  chamber.  He  was  still 
kneeling  by  the  tomb  of  his  buried  mis- 
tress. I  did  not  take  long  to  warn  him 
of  his  danger,  and  desire  him  to  follow 
me.  We  descended  together  beneath 

VOL.  I.  I 
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the  holy  statue  ;  and  were  just  emerging 
into  the  cellars,  when  you,  sir,  met  u* 
at  the  entrance* 

"  It  was  while  we  were  yet  in  the  cha- 
pel, that  I  heard  De  Valence,  and  Soulis, 
at  high  words  in  the  court-yard.  The 
former,  in  a  loud  voice,  gave  orders  that 
as  Lady  Helen  Mar  could  no  where  be 
found,  the  Earl  and  Countess,  with  their 
two  infant  children,  should  not  be  sepa- 
rated, but  conveyed  as  his  prisoners  to 
Dumbarton  castle." 

"  That  is  a  comfort,"  cried  Helen ; 
"  my  father  will  then  be  consoled  by  the 
presence  of  his  wife." 

"  But  very  different  would  have  been 
the  case,  madam,  had  you  appeared," 
rejoined  the  soldier:  "  one  of  Lord  de 
Valence's  men  told  me,  that  Lord  Soulis 
intended  to  have  taken  you,  and  the 
Countess,  to  Dun-glass  castle,  near  Glas- 
gow ;  while  the  sick  Earl  was  to  have 
been  carried  alone  to  Dumbarton,  and 
detained  in  solitary  confinement.  Lord 
Soulis  was  in  so  dreadful  a  rage,  when 
you  could  not  be  found,  that  he  accused 
the  English  commander  of  having  leagued 
with  Lady  Mar  to  deceive  him.  In  the 
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midst  of  this  contention,  we  descended 
into  the  vaults." 

Helen  shuddered  at  the  thought  of 
how  near  she  was  to  falling  into  the  hands 
of  so  fierce  a  spirit.  In  his  character 
he  united  every  quality  which  could  ren- 
der power  formidable  ;  combining  pro- 
digious bodily  strength,  with  cruelty, 
dissimulation,  and  treachery.  He  was 
feared  by  the  common  people,  as  a  sor- 
cerer ;  and  avoided  by  the  virtuous  of  his 
own  rank,  as  an  enemy  to  all  public  law, 
and  the  violator  of  every  private  tie. 
Helen  Mar  had  twice  refused  his  hand  : 
first,  during  the  contest  for  the  kingdom, 
when  his  pretended  claim  to  the  crown 
was  disallowed.  She  was  then  a  mere 
child,  hardly  more  than  fourteen  ;  but 
she  rejected  him  with  abhorrence.  — 
Though  stung  to  the  quick,  at  being  de- 
nied the  objects,  both  of  his  love,  and  his 
ambition,  at  the  same  moment ;  he  did 
not  hesitate  at  another  period  to  renew 
his  offers  to  her.  At  the  fall  of  Dunbar, 
when  he  again  founded  his  uprise  on  the 
ruins  of  his  country,  as  soon  as  he  had 
repeated  his  oaths  of  fidelity  to  Edward, 
he  hastened  to  Thirlestane,  to  throw  him? 
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self  a  second  time  at  the  feet  of  Lady 
Helen.  —  Her  ripened  judgment,  con- 
firmed, her  youthful  dislike  of  his  ruffian 
qualities,  and  again  he  was  rejected. 

"  By  the  powers  of  hell,"  exclaimed 
he,  when  the  project  of  surprising  Both- 
well  was  imparted  to  him,  "  if  1  once  get 
that  proud  minion  into  my  grasp,  she 
shall  be  mine  as  I  will  ;  and  learn  to  beg 
for  even  a  look  from  the  man  who  has 
humbled  her  !" 

Helen  knew  not  half  the  afflictions, 
with  which  his  resentful  heart  had  medi- 
tated to  subdue  and  torture  her  ;  and 
therefore,  though  she  shrunk  at  the 
sound  of  a  name  so  generally  infamous, 
yet,  not  aware  of  all  the  evils  she  had 
escaped,  she  replied  with  languor,  though 
with  gratitude,  to  the  almost  rapturous 
congratulations  of  her  cousin  on  her 
timely  flight. 

At  this  period,  the  door  of  the  cell 
opened,  and  the  prior  entered  from  the 
cloisters  —  he  started  on  seeing  his  room 
filled  with  strangers.  Murray  took  off 
his  helmet,  and  approached  him.  On 
recognising  the  son  of  his  patron,  the 
prior  inquired  his  commands  j  and  ex* 
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pressed  some  surprise,  that  such  a  com- 
pany, and  above  all,  a  lady,  could  have 
passed  the  convent-gate  without  his  pre- 
vious notice. 

Murray  pointed  to  the  recess  behind 
the  altar;  and  then  explained  to  the  good 
priest,  the  necessity  which  had  compelled 
them  to  thus  seek  the  protection  of  Saint 
Fillan.  "  Lady  Helen,"  continued  he, 
"  must  share  your  care,  until  Heaven 
empowers  the  Earl  of  Mar  to  reclaim  his 
daughter,  and  adequately  reward  this  holy 
church." 

The  soldier  then  presented  the  cross, 
with  the  iron  box  ;  repeating  the  mes- 
sage that  confided  them  also,  to  his 
keeping. 

The  prior  listened  to  these  recitals  with 
sorrowful  attention.  He  had  heard  the 
noise  of  armed  men  advancing  to  the 
castle  ;  but  knowing  that  the  Earl  was 
making  warlike  preparations,  he  had  no 
suspicion  that  these  were  other  than  the 
Bothweli  soldiers.  He  took  the  box, 
and  laying  it  on  the  altar,  pressed  the 
cross  to  his  lips.  —  "  The  Earl  of  Mai- 
shall  find  that  fidelity  here,  which  his 
i  3 
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faith  in  the  church  merits.  —  That  myste-* 
rious  chest,  to  which  you  tell  me  so 
terrible  a  denunciation  is  annexed,  shall 
be  preserved  sacred  as  the  relics  of  Saint 
Elian." 

Halbertgroaned  heavily  at  these  words, 
but  he  did  not  speak.  The  father  looked 
at  him  attentively,  and  then  proceeded: 
"  And  for  you,  virtuous  Southron,  I  will 
give  you  a  pilgrim's  habit.  Travel  in  that 
privileged  garb  to  Montrose  ;  and  there 
a  brother  of  the  church,  the  prior  of 
Aberbrothick  will,  by  a  letter  from  me* 
convey  you  in  a  vessel  to  Normandy  ; 
thence  you  may  safely  find  your  way  to 
Guienne." 

The  soldier  bowed  his  head  ;  and  the 
priest,  turning  to  Lady  Helen,  told  her, 
that  a  cell  should  be  appointed  for  her  ; 
and  some  pious  woman  brought  from 
the  adjoining  hamlet  to  pay  her  due 
attendance. 

"  As  for  this  venerable  man,"  con- 
tinued he,  "  his  silver  hairs  already  pro- 
claim him  near  his  heavenly  country  !  He 
had  best  put  on  the  cowl  of  the  holy  bro- 
therhood ;  and,  in  the  arms  of  religion^ 
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repose  securely,  till  he  passes  through 
the  sleep  of  death,  to  wake  in  everlasting 
Hfe." 

Tears  started  into  the  eyes  of  Halbert. 
"  I  thank  you,  reverend  father  5  I  have 
indeed  drawn  near  the  end  of  my  pilgrim- 
age —  too  old  to  serve  my  dear  master 
in  fields  of  blood  and  hardship,  I  will  at 
least  devote  my  last  hours  in  uniting  my 
prayers  with  his,  and  all  good  souls,  for 
the  repose  of  his  lady  —  I  accept  your 
invitation  with  gratitude ;  and,  consider- 
ing it  a  call  from  Heaven  to  give  me  rest, 
I  shall  welcome  the  day  that  marks  the 
poor  harper  of  Ellerslie  with  the  sacred 
tonsure." 

The  sound  of  approaching  trumpets  j 
and,  soon  after,  the  clattering  of  horses, 
and  the  clang  of  armour,  made  an  in- 
stantaneous silence  in  the  cell.  —  Helen 
looked  fearfully  at  her  cousin,  and  grasped 
his  hand ;  Murray  clasped  his  sword  with 
a  firmer  hold — "  I  will  protect  you  with 
my  life."  He  spoke  in  a  low  tone,  but 
the  soldier  heard  him  :  "  There  is  no 
cause  of  alarm  *?"  rejoined  he  5  "  Lord  de 
i  4 
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Valence  is  only  marching  by  in  his  way 
to  Dumbarton/' 

"  Alas,  my  poor  father  I"  cried  Helen, 
covering  her  face  with  her  hands. 

The  venerable  prior,  pitying  her  afflic- 
tion, knelt  down  by  her:  "  My  daughter, 
be  comforted/5  said  he  ;  "  they  dare  not 
commit  any  violence  on  the  Earl.  King 
Edward  too  well  understands  his  own  in- 
terest, to  allow  even  a  long  imprisonment 
to  so  popular  a  nobleman/*  This  assur- 
ance, assisted  by  the  consolations  of  a  firm 
trust  in  God,  at  length  raised  her  head 
with  a  meek  smile.  He  continued  to 
speak  of  the  impregnable  hopes  of 
the  Christian,  who  founds  his  confidence 
on  Omnipotence  ;  and  while  his  words 
spread  a  serenity  through  her  soul,  that 
seemed  the  ministration  of  a  descended 
saint,  she  closed  her  hands  over  her  breast, 
and  silently  invoked  the  protection  of  the 
Almighty  Jehovah  forher  suffering  parent. 

The  prior,  seeing  her  composed,  re- 
commended leaving  her  to  rest.  And 
Helen,  comforted  by  holy  meditations,  al- 
lowing them  to  depart,  he  led  Murray  and 
his  companions  into  the  convent  library. 
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CHAP.  XL 

THE    CHAPTER-HOUSE. 

THE  march  of  De  Valence  from  the 
castle,  having  proved  that  no  suspicion, 
of  any  of  its  late  inhabitants  being  still 
in  the  neighbourhood,  remained  with  its 
usurpers,  Grimsby  thought  he  might 
depart  in  safety ;  and  next  morning  he 
begged  permission  of  the  prior  to  com- 
mence his  journey.  — "  1  am  anxious  to 
quit  a  land,"  said  he,  "  where  my  coun- 
trymen are  committing  violences  which 
make  me  blush  at  the  name  of  English- 


man." 


Murray  put  a  purse  of  gold  into  the 
soldier's  hand,  while  the  prior  covered  his 
armour  with  a  pilgrim's  gown.  Grimsby, 
with  a  respectful  bow,  returned  the  gifl : 
"  I  cannot  take  money  from  you,  my 
lord.  —  But  bestow  on  me  the  sword 
at  your  side,  and  that  I  will  preserve 
for  ever." 

Murray  took  it  off,  and  gave  it  to  the 
soldier.  "  Let  us  exchange,  my  brave 
friend !"  said  he :  "  give  me  yours  ;  and 
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it  shall  be  a  memorial  to  me  of  having 
found  virtue  in  an  Englishman." 

Grimsby  unlocked  his  rude  weapon,  in 
a  moment ;  and  as  he  put  the  iron  hilt 
into  the  young  Scot's  hand,  a  tear  stood 
in  his  eye  :  "  when  you  raise  this  sword 
against  my  countrymen,  think  on  Grims- 
by, and  spare  the  blood  of  all  who  ask  for 
mercy." 

Murray  looked  a  gracious  assent ;  for 
the  tear  of  mercy  was  infectious.  With- 
out speaking,  he  gave  the  good  soldier's 
hand  a  parting  grasp  j  and  with  regret, 
that  superior  claims  called  so  brave  a 
man  from  his  side,  saw  him  leave  the 
monastery.  (q) 

The  mourner  banquets  on  memory ; 
making  that  which  seems  the  poison  of 
life,  its  aliment.  During  the  hours  of 
regret,  we  recal  the  images  of  departed 
joys  ;  and  in  weeping  over  each  tender 
remembrance,  tears  so  softly  shed  em- 
balm the  wounds  of  grief.  To  be  denied 
the  privilege  of  pouring  forth  our  love, 
and  our  lamentations,  over  the  grave  of 
one  who  in  life  was  our  happiness,  is  to 
shut  up  the  soul  of  the  survivor  in  a  soli- 
tary tomb,  where  the  bereaved  heart  pines 
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in  secret,  till  it  breaks  with  the  fulness  of 
un communicated  sorrow :  —  but  listen  to 
the  mourner;  give  his  feelings  way  ;  and, 
like  the  river  rolling  from  the  hills  into 
the  valley,  they  will  flow  with  a  gradually 
gentler  stream,  till  they  become  lost  in 
time's  wide  ocean. 

So  Murray  judged,  when  the  poor  old 
harper,  finding  himself  alone  with  him, 
again  gave  loose  to  his  often  recapitu- 
lated griefs.  He  wept  like  an  infant ;  and 
recounting  the  afflictions  of  his  master, 
while  bewailing  the  disasters  at  Bothwell, 
implored  Murray  to  go  without  delay  to 
support  the  now  almost  friendless  Wallace. 
Murray  was  consoling  him  with  the  assur- 
ance that  he  would  set  off  for  the  moun- 
tains that  very  evening,  when  the  prior 
returned  to  conduct  Halbert  to  a  cell 
appointed  for  his  noviciate.  The  good 
priest  had  placed  one  of  his  most  pious 
fathers  there,  to  administer  both  tem- 
poral and  spiritual  cordials  to  the  aged 
sufferer. 

The   sorrowing  domestic   of  Wallace 

being  thus  disposed  of,   the   prior   and 

Murray   remained    together,    consulting 

on  the  safest  means  of  passing  to   the 

i  6 
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Cartlane  hills.  A  lay-brother,  whom  the 
prior,  by  the  young  lord's  wish,  had  sent 
in  pursuit  of  Helen's  fifty  warriors,  to  ap- 
prise them  of  the  English  being  in  the 
craigs,  at  this  juncture  entered  the  library. 
He  informed  the  father  that,  secure 
in  his  religious  garb,  he  had  penetrated 
many  of  the  Cartlane  defiles,  but  could 
neither  see  nor  hear  any  thing  of  the 
party.  —  Every  glen  or  height  was  occu- 
pied by  the  English  ;  and  from  a  woman, 
of  whom  he  begged  a  draught  of  milk, 
he  had  learnt  how  closely  the  mountains 
were  invested.  The  English  commander, 
in  his  zeal  to  prevent  provisions  being 
conveyed  to  Wallace  and  his  famishing 
garrison,  had  stopped  a  procession  of 
monks  bearing  a  dead  body  to  the  sepul- 
chral cave  of  Saint  Columba. — He  would 
not  allow  them  to  ascend  the  heights, 
until  he  had  examined  whether  the  bier 
really  bore  the  corse,  or  was  a  vehicle  to 
carry  food  to  the  beleaguered  Scots. 

In  the  midst  of  this  information,  the 
prior  and  his  friends  were  startled,  by  a 
shout,  and  soon  after  a  tumult  of  voices, 
in  which  might  be  distinguished  the  cry 
of  «  Hang  the  traitor  !" 
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"  Our  brave  Englishman  has  fallen  into 
their  hands  ;"  cried  Murray,  hastening 
towards  the  door. 

"  What  would  you  do  ?"  interrupted 
the  prior,  holding  him  :  "  Your  single 
arm  could  not  save  the  soldier.  —  The 
cross  has  more  power  ;  I  will  seek  these 
violent  men  :  meanwhile  stay  here,  as 
you  value  the  lives  of  all  in  the  con- 
vent." 

Murray  had  now  recollected  himself, 
and  acquiesced.  The  prior  took  the  cru- 
cifix from  the  altar,  and  ordering  the  por- 
ter to  throw  open  the  great  doors,  (near 
which  the  incessant  shouting  seemed  to 
proceed,)  he  appeared  before  a  turbulent 
band  of  soldiers,  whom  he  saw  dragging 
a  man  along,  fast  bound  with  their  lea- 
thern belts.  Blood,  trickling  from  his 
face,  fell  on  the  hands  of  the  ruthless 
wretches,  who,  with  horrid  yells,  were 
threatening  him  with  instant  death. 

The  prior,  raising  the  cross,  rushed  in 
amongst  them  ;  and,  in  the  name  of  the 
blessed  Son  who  died  on  that  tree,  bade 
them  stand !  The  soldiers  trembled  before 
the  holy  majesty  of  his  figure,  and  at  his 
awful  adjuration.  The  prior  looked  on 
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the  prisoner,  but  he  saw  not  the  dark 
locks  of  the  Englishman  ;  it  was  the  yel- 
low hair  of  Scotland,  that  mingled  with 
the  blood  on  his  forehead. 

"  Whither  do  you  hurry  that  wounded 
man  ?" 

"  To  his  death  -9"  answered  a  surly 
fellow. 

«  What  is  his  offence  ?" 

"  He  is  a  traitor." 

"  How  has  he  proved  it  ?" 

"  He  is  a  Scot ;  and  he  belongs  to  the 
disloyal  Lord  of  Mar.  —  This  bugle,  with 
its  crowned  Falcon,  proves  it :"  added 
the  soldier,  holding  up  the  very  bugle 
which  the  Earl  had  sent  by  Halbert  to 
Wallace  ;  and  which  was  ornamented  with 
the  crest  of  Mar,  wrought  in  gold. 

"  That  this  has  been  Lord  Mar's,"  re- 
plied the  prior,  "  there  is  no  doubt ;  but 
may  not  this  man  have  found  it  ?  —  Or 
may  it  not  have  been  given  to  him  by 
the  Earl,  before  that  chief  incurred  the 
displeasure  of  King  Edward  ?  Which  of 
you  would  think  it  just  to  be  made  to 
die,  because  your  friend  was  condemned 
to  the  scaffold  ?  Unless  you  substantiate 
your  charge  against  this  man,  by  a  better 
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proof  than  his  bugle,  his  death  would  be 
a  murder  which  the  Lord  of  life  will 
requite  in  the  perdition  of  your  souls." 
As  the  father  spoke,  he  again  elevated 
the  cross  :  the  men  turned  pale. 

"  I  am  a  minister  of  Christ,"  continued 
he,  "  and  must  be  the  friend  of  justice. 
Release,  therefore,  that  wounded  man  to 
me.  Before  the  altar  of  the  Searcher  of 
all  hearts,  he  shall  confess  himself;  and 
if  I  find  that  he  is  guilty  unto  death,  I 
promise  you  by  the  holy  St.  Fillan,  to  re- 
lease him  to  your  commanding  officer  ; 
and  so  let  justice  take  its  course.  But  if 
he  prove  innocent,  I  am  the  soldier  of 
Christ ;  and  no  monarch  on  earth  shall 
wrest  his  children  from  the  protection  of 
the  Church." 

While  he  spake,  the  men  who  held 
the  prisoner,  let  go  their  hold  ;  and  the 
prior,  stretching  out  his  hand  to  him, 
gave  him  to  a  party  of  monks  to  con- 
duct into  the  convent.  Then  to  convince 
the  soldiers  that  it  was  the  man's  life  he 
sought  to  save,  and  not  the  spoil,  he 
returned  the  golden  bugle,  and  bade 
them  depart  in  peace. 

Awed  by  the  father's  address,  and  sa- 
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tisfied  with  the  money  and  arms  of  which 
they  had  rifled  the  stranger,  the  marau- 
ders retreated  ;  determining,  indeed,  to 
say  nothing  of  the  matter,  to  the  officer 
in  the  castle,  lest  he  should  demand  the 
horn;  and,  elated  with  their  present 
booty,  they  marched  off  to  pursue  their 
plundering  excursion.  Bursting  into  yeo- 
men's houses,  or  peasants'  huts;  stripping 
all  of  their  substance  who  did,  or  did  not, 
swear  fealty  to  Edward ;  thus  robbing  the 
latter,  and  exacting  contributions  from 
the  former  ;  while  vain  prayers  for  mercy, 
and  unanswered  cries  for  redress,  echoed 
dolefully  through  the  vale  of  Bothwell  ; 
they  sped  gaily  on,  as  if  murder  were 
pastime,  and  rapine  honour. 

The  prior,  on  returning  into  the  con- 
vent, ordered  the  gates  to  be  bolted. 
When  he  entered  the  chapter-house, 
finding  the  monks  had  already  bound  up 
the  wounds  of  the  stranger,  he  made  a 
sign  for  the  brethren  to  withdraw  ;  and 
then  approaching  the  young  man.  — 
"  My  son,"  said  he,  in  a  mild  tone, 
««•  you  heard  my  declaration  to  the  men 
from  whom  I  took  you  !  —  Answer  me 
with  truth  ;  and  you  shall  find,  that  vir- 
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tue,  or  repentance,  have  alike  a  refuge 
in  the  arms  of  the  Church.  As  I  am  its 
servant,  no  man  needs  fear  to  confide  in 
me.  —  Speak  with  candour  !  —  How 
came  you  by  that  bugle  ?" 

The  stranger  looked  steadfastly  on  his 
questioner:  —  "  A  minister  of  the  all- 
righteous  God,  cannot  mean  to  deceive. 
You  have  saved  my  life ;  and  I  should 
be  less  than  man,  could  1  doubt  the  evi- 
dence of  that  deed.  I  received  that  bugle 
from  a  brave  Scot,  who  dwells  amongst 
the  eastern  mountains,  and  who  gave  it 
to  me,  to  assure  the  Earl  of  Mar  that  I 
came  from  him." 

The  prior  apprehended  that  it  was  of 
Wallace  he  spoke :  "  You  come  to  re- 
quest a  military  aid  from  the  Earl  of 
Mar!"  rejoined 'the  father,  willing  to 
sound  him,  before  he  committed  Murray, 
by  calling  him  to  the  conference. 

The  stranger  replied :  "  If,  reverend 
sir,  you  are  in  the  confidence  of  the  good 
Earl,  pronounce  but  the  Christian  name 
of  the  man  who  charged  me  with  the 
bugle,  and  allow  me  then,  for  his  sake, 
to  ask  you,  what  has  indeed  happened  to 
the  Earl  ?  that  I  was  seized  by  foes,  when 
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I  expected  to  meet  with  friends  only.  — * 
Reply  to  this,  and  I  shall  speak  freely  : 
but  at  present,  though  I  would  confide 
all  of  myself,  to  your  sacred  character; 
yet  the  confidence  of  others  is  not  mine 
to  bestow.'* 

The  prior,  being  convinced  by  this 
caution,  that  he  was  indeed  speaking  with 
some  messenger  from  Wallace,  made  no 
hesitation  to  answer  —  "  Your  master  is 
a  knight ;  and  a  braver  never  drew  breath 
since  the  time  of  his  royal  namesake, 
William  the  Lion !" 

The  man  rose  hastily  from  his  seat,  and 
falling  on  his  knee  before  the  prior,  put 
his  garment  to  his  lips :  —  "  Father,  I  now 
know  that  I  am  with  a  friend  of  my 
persecuted  master  !  But  if,'  indeed,  the 
situation  of  Lord  Mar  preclude  sassistance 
from  him,  all  hope  is  lost !  The  noble 
Wallace  is  penned  within  the  hills,  with- 
out any  hopes  of  escape.  Suffer  me,  then, 
thou  venerable  saint !  to  rejoin  him  imme- 
diately, that  I  may  at  least  die  with  my 
friend !" 

"  Hope  for  a  better  destiny,"  returned 
the  prior ;  "  I  am  a  servant,  and  not  to 
be  worshipped :  turn  to  that  altar,  and 
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kneel  to  Him  who  can  alone  send  the 
succour  you  need*" 

The  good  man,  thinking  it  was  now 
time  to  call  the  young  lord  of  Bothwell, 
by  a  side-door  from  the  chapter-house, 
entered  the  library,  where  Murray  was 
anxiously  awaiting  his  return.  On  his 
entrance,  the  impatient  youth  eagerly 
exclaimed,  "  Have  you  rescued  him  ?" 

"  Grimsby,  I  hope,  is  far  and  safely,  on 
his  journey,"  answered  he;  "  but  the  man 
those  murderers  were  dragging  to  death, 
is  in  the  chapter-house.  Follow  me,  and 
he  will  give  you  news  of  Wallace." 

Murray  gladly  obeyed. 

At  sight  of  a  Scottish  knight  in  armour, 
the  messenger  of  Wallace  thought  his 
prayers  were  answered,  and  that  he  saw 
before  him  the  leader  of  the  host  which 
was  to  march  to  the  preservation  of  his 
brave  commander.  Murray  told  him  who 
he  was ;  and  learnt  from  him,  in  return, 
that  Wallace  now  considered  himself  in  a 
stage  of  siege  ;  that  the  women,  children, 
and  old  men,  had  nothing  to  feed  on  but 
wild  stiawberries,  and  birds'  eggs,  which 
they  found  in  the  hollows  of  the  rocks. 
"  To  relieve  them  from  such  hard  quar- 
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ters,"  continued  the  narrator,  "  is  his  first 
wish  ;  but  that  cannot  be  effected  by  our 
small  number,  who,  to  do  it,  must  cut 
their  way  through  a  strong  barrier  of 
English  soldiers.  However,  he  would 
make  the  attempt  by  a  stratagem,  could 
he  be  at  all  supported  by  succours  from 
the  Earl  of  Mar!" 

"  My  uncle's  means,"  replied  Murray, 
"  are  for  a  time  cut  off;  but  mine  shall  be 
exerted  to  the  utmost.  Did  you  not  meet, 
in  your  way  hither,  a  company  of  Scots  to 
the  number  of  fifty  ?  I  sent  them  off  yes- 
terday,  to  the  support  of  our  gallant 
friend." 

*'  No ;"  rejoined  the  young  man  ;  "  I 
fear  they  have  been  taken  by  the  enemy  j 
for  in  my  way  to  Sir  William  Wallace, 
not  knowing  the  English  were  so  close  to 
his  sanctuary,  I  was  nearly  seized  myself. 
~- 1  had  not  the  good  fortune  to  be 
under  his  command,  when  he  struck  the 
first  blow  for  Scotland  in  the  citadel  of 
Lanark ;  but  as  soon  as  I  heard  the  tale 
of  his  wrongs,  and  that  he  had  retired  in 
arms  towards  the  Cartlane  craigs,  I  de- 
termined to  follow  his  fate.  We  had 
been  companions  in  our  boyish  days,  and 
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friends  after.  He  saved  my  life  once  in 
swimming  ;  and  now  that  a  formidable 
nation  menaces  his,  I  seek  to  repay  the 
debt.  For  this  purpose,  a  few  nights  ago, 
I  left  rny  guardian's  house  by  stealth, 
and  sought  my  way  to  my  friend,  I 
found  the  banks  of  the  Mouse,  occupied 
by  the  English  ;  but  exploring  the  most 
intricate  passages,  at  last  gained  the  bot- 
tom of  the  precipice  on  the  top  of  which 
Wallace  was  encamped ;  and  as  I  lay 
watching  an  opportunity  to  ascend,  I, 
perceived  two  English  soldiers  through 
the  bushes.  They  were  in  discourse ; 
and  from  them  I  learnt,  that  besides 
.Heselrigge  himself  nearly  two  hundred 
of  his  garrison  had  fallen  by  the  hand  of 
Wallace's  men  in  the  contention  at  the 
castle.  The  tidings  were  sent  to  Sir 
Richard  Arnuh%  the  deputy-governor  of 
Ayr ;  and  he  dispatched  a  thousand  men 
to  surround  Cartlane  craigs ;  spies  having 
given  notice  that  they  were  Sir  William's 
strong  holds  ;  and  the  orders  were,  that 
he  should  be  taken,  dead  or  alive  ;  while 
his  adherents,  men  and  women,  should 
receive  no  quarter. 

"  Such  was  the  information  I  brought 
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to  niy  gallant  friend,  when  in  the  dead 
of  night  I  mounted  the  rock,  and  calling 
to  the  Scottish  sentinel  in  Gaelic,  gave 
him  my  name,  and  was  allowed  to  enter 
that  sacred  spot.  Wallace  welcomed  his 
faithful  Ker  ;  and  soon  unfolded  his  dis- 
tress, and  his  hopes.  He  told  me  of  the 
famine  that  threatened  his  little  garrison; 
of  the  constant  watching,  day  and  night, 
necessary  to  prevent  a  surprise.  But  in 
his  extremity,  he  observed  that  one 
defile  was  thinly  guarded  by  the  enemy ; 
probably  because,  as  it  lay  at  the  bottom 
of  a  perpendicular  angle  of  the  rock, 
they  thought  it  unattainable  by  the 
Scots.  To  this  point,  however,  my  daunt- 
less friend  turns  his  eyes.  He  would 
attempt  it,  could  he  procure  a  Sufficient 
number  of  fresh  men  to  cover  the  retreat 
of  his  exhausted  few.  For  this  purpose, 
as  I  had  so  lately  explored  the  most  hid- 
den paths  of  the  craigs,  I  volunteered  to 
visit  the  Lord  Mar,  and  to  conduct,  in 
safety,  any  succours  he  might  send  to 
our  countrymen. 

"This,"  continued  Ker,  "was  the 
errand  on  which  I  came  to  the  Earl. 
Think  then  what  was  my  horror,  when 
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in  my  journey  I  found  redoubled  legions 
hemming  in  the  hills  ;  and  on  advancing 
towards  Bothwell  castle,  was  seized  by  a 
party  of  English,  rifled,  and  declared  an 
accomplice  with  that  nobleman,  who, 
they  said,  was  condemned  to  lose  his 
head !" 

"  Not  so  bad  as  that,  my  good  Ker," 
cried  Murray,  a  glow  of  indignation 
flushing  his  cheek ;  "  many  a  bull's 
head  (r)  shall  frown  in  this  land,  on  the 
Southron  tables,  before  my  uncle's  neck 
gluts  their  axes! — No  true  Scottish  blood, 
I  trust,  will  ever  stain  their  scaffolds  ;  for 
while  we  have  arms  to  wield  a  sword,  he 
must  be  a  fool  that  grounds  them  on  any 
other  terms  than  Freedom  or  Death. 
We  have  cast  our  lives  on  the  die  ;  and 
Wallace's  camp,  or  the  narrow  house, 
must  be  our  prize !" 

"  Brave  youth  !"  exclaimed  the  prior, 
"  may  the  innocence  which  gives  anima^ 
tion  to  your  courage,  continue  its  moving 
soul !  They  only  are  invincible,  who  are 
as  ready  to  die  as  to  live  :  and  no  one 
can  be  firm  in  that  principle,  whose 
exemplary  life  is  not  a  happy  prepara- 
tion for  the  awful  change." 
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Murray  bowed  modestly  to  this  pious 
encomium  ;  and  turning  to  Ker,  informed 
him,  that  since  he  must  abandon  all  hope 
of  hearing  any  more  of  the  fifty  brave 
men  his  cousin  Helen  had  sent  to  the 
craigs,  he  had  bethought  him  of  applying 
to  his  uncle  Sir  John  Murray,  who  dwelt 
hard  by  on  his  estate  at  Drumshargard. 
"  It  is  small,"  said  he,  "  and  cannot 
afford  many  men ;  but  still  he  may 
spare  sufficient  to  effect  the  escape  of 
our  commander,  and  that,  for  the  pre- 
sent, will  be  enough." 

To  accomplish  his  design  without  de- 
lay, for  promptitude  is  the  earnest  of 
success,  and  to  avoid  a  surprise  from  the 
English  lieutenant  at  Bothwell,  (who, 
hearing  of  the  rencontre  before  the  cas- 
tle, might  choose  to  demand  his  men's 
prisoner,)  Murray  determined  to  take 
Ker  with  him  ;  and,  disguised  as  pea- 
sants, as  soon  as  darkness  should  shroud 
their  movements,  proceed  to  Drumshar- 
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CHAP.  XIL 

DRUMSHARGARD. 

WHILE  these  transactions  occupied  the 
morning,  Lady  Helen  (who  the  night 
before  was  removed  to  the  quiet  cell  ap- 
pointed for  her)  slept  long  and  sweetly. 
Her  exhausted  frame  again  found  reno- 
vation ;  and  she  awoke  with  a  heavenly 
calm  at  her  heart.  A  cheering  vision 
had  visited  her  sleeping  thoughts ;  and 
a  trance  of  happy  feelings  absorbed  her 
senses,  while  her  hardly  disengaged  spirit 
still  hovered  over  its  fading  images. 

She  had  seen  in  her  dream  a  young 
knight  enter  her  cell,  bearing  her  fa- 
ther in  his  arms.  He  laid  the  Earl 
down  before  her :  but  as  she  stooped  to 
embrace  him,  the  knight  took  her  by  the 
hand,  and  leading  her  to  the  window  of 
the  apartment,  (which  seemed  extended 
to  an  immense  size,)  he  smiled,  and  said 
—  "  Look  out,  and  see  how  I  have  per- 
formed my  vow  !"  She  obeyed  ;  and  saw 
crowds  of  rejoicing  people,  who,  at  the 
sight  of  the  young  warrior,  raised  such  a 
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shout,  that  Helen  awoke.  She  started 
— she  looked  around — she  was  still  in  the 
narrow  cell,  and  alone ;  but  the  rapture 
of  beholding  her  father,  yet  fluttered  at 
her  heart ;  and  the  touch  of  the  warrior's 
hand,  seemed  still  warm  upon  hers. 
"  Angels  of  rest,"  cried  she,  "  I  thank 
you  for  this  blest  vision  !" 

The  prior  of  St.  Fillan  might  have  read 
his  own  just  sentiment,  in  the  heart 
of  Lady  Helen.  While  the  gentlest  of 
human  beings,  she  was  an  evidence  that 
an  ardent  and  pious  mind  contains  the 
true  principles  of  heroism.  Hope,  in 
such  a  mind,  treads  down  impossibilities, 
and,  regardless  of  impediments  or  dan- 
gers, rushes  forward  to  seize  the  prize. 
In  the  midst  of  hosts,  it  feels  a  con- 
queror's power  ;  or,  when  its  strength 
fails,  sees,  by  the  eye  of  faith,  legions  of 
angels,  watching  to  support  the  natural 
weakness.  Lady  Helen  knew  that  the 
cause  was  just  which  had  put  the  sword 
into  [the  hand  of  Wallace  ;  that  it  was 
virtue,  which  had  prompted  her  father 
to  second  him  :  and  where  justice  is, 
there,  are  the  wings  of  the  Most  High 
stretched  out  as  a  shield ! 
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This  dream  seemed  prophetic  :  "  Yes," 
cried  she,  "  though  thousands  of  Ed- 
ward's soldiers  surrounded  myxfather  and 
his  friend,  1  should  not  despair.  Thy  life, 
O  noble  Wallace,  was  not  given,  to  be 
extinguished  in  an  hour  !  Thy  morn  has 
hardly  risen;  —  the  perfect  day  must 
come,  that  is  to  develope  thy  greatness  ; 
—  that  is  to  prove  thee,  (and  oh  !  gra- 
cious God,  grant  my  prayer  !)  the  glory 
of  Scotland  !" 

Owing  to  the  fervour  of  her  apos- 
trophe, she  did  not  observe  the  door  of  the 
cell  open,  till  the  prior  stood  before  her. 
After  expressing  his  pleasure  at  the  reno- 
vation in  her  countenance,  he  informed 
her  of  the  departure  of  the  English  sol- 
dier, and  of  the  alarm  which  he  and 
Murray  had  sustained  for  his  safety,  by 
the  adventure  which  had  thrown  a  stran- 
ger from  the  craigs  into  their  protection. 
At  the  mention  of  that  now  momentous 
spot,  she  blushed  ;  the  golden-haired  war- 
rior of  her  dream,  seemed  ready  to  rise 
before  her,  and,  with  a  beating  heart,  she 
prepared  to  hear  some  true,  but  miracu- 
lous account  of  her  father's  rescue. 
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Unconscious  of  what  was  passing  in 
her  young  and  eager  mind,  the  prior 
calmly  proceeded  to  relate  all  that  Ker 
had  told,  of  the  dangerous  extremity  to 
which  Wallace  was  reduced  ;  and  then 
closed  his  intelligence,  by  mentioning  the 
attempt  which  her  cousin  meditated  to 
save  him.  The  heightened  colour  gra- 
dually faded  from  the  face  of  Helen,  and 
low  sighs  were  her  only  responses  to  the 
observations  he  made  on  the  difficulty  of 
the  enterprise.  But  when  his  pity  for 
the  brave  men  engaged  in  the  cause, 
compelled  him,  unthinkingly,  to  express 
his  fears  that  the  patriotic  zeal  of  Wal- 
lace, would  only  make  him,  and  them,  a 
sacrifice,  Helen  looked  up ;  there  was 
inspiration  on  her  lips,  and  in  her  eyes. 
" Father;"  said  she,  "hast  thou  not 
taught  me,  that  God  shieldeth  the  patriot, 
as  well  as  armeth  him  ?" 

"  True  j"  returned  he  with  an  answer- 
ing smile  ;  "  steadily  believe  this,  and 
where  will  be  the  sighs  you  have  just 
been  breathing  ?" 

<c  Nature  will  shrink,"  replied  she ; 
"  but  the  Christian's  hope  checks  her  ere 
she  falls.  Pardon  me,  then,  holy  father, 
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that   I   sometimes  weep  ;  but  they  are 
often  tears  of  trust  and  consolation.'* 

"Daughter  of  Heaven,"  replied  the 
good  prior,  "you  might  teach  devotion, 
to  age,  and  cause  youth  to  be  enamoured 
of  the  graces  of  religion  !  Be  ever  thus, 
and  you  may  look  with  indifference  on 
the  wreck  of  worlds." 

Helen  having  meekly  replied  to  this 
burst  from  the  heart  of  the  holy  man, 
begged  to  see  her  cousin  before  he  set  off 
on  his  expedition.  The  prior  withdrew  ; 
and  within  an  hour  after,  Murray  entered 
the  apartment.  Their  conversation  was; 
long,  and  their  parting,  full  of  an  interest 
that  dissolved  them  both  into  tears ; 
"  When  I  see  you  again,  my  brave 
cousin,  tell  me  that  my  father  is  free, 
and  his  preserver  safe.  Your  own  life, 
dear  Andrew,"  added  she,  as  he  pressed 
his  cheek  to  hers,  "  must  always  be  pre- 
cious to  me." 

Murray  hastily  withdrew,  and  Helen 
was  again  alone. 

The  young  chieftain,  and  Ker,  covered 

their  armour  with  common  plaids  ;  and 

having   received    a    thousand   blessings 

from  the  prior,  and  Halbert,  proceeded 
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under  shelter  of  the  night,  through  the 
obscurest  paths  of  the  wood  which  di- 
vided Bothwell  from  Drumshargard. 

Sir  John  Murray  was  gone  to  rest  when 
his  nephew  arrived  ;  but  Lord  Andrew's 
voice  being  well  known  by  the  porter,  he 
was  admitted  into  the  house  ;  and  leaving 
his  companion  in  the  dining-hall,  went 
to  the  apartment  of  his  uncle.  The  old 
knight  was  soon  aroused  ;  and  he  wel- 
comed his  nephew  with  open  arms,  for 
he  had  feared,  from  the  accounts  brought 
by  the  fugitive  tenants  of  .Bothwell,  that 
he  also  had  been  carried  away  prisoner. 

Murray  now  unfolded  his  errand  :  — 
First,  to  obtain  a  band  of  Sir  John's  trus- 
tiest people,  to  assist  in  rescuing  the  pre- 
server of  the  Earl's  life  from  immediate 
destruction  ;  and  secondly,  if  a  commis- 
sion for  Lord  Mar's  release  did  not  ar- 
rive from  King  Edward,  to  aid  him  to 
free  his  uncle  and  the  Countess  from 
Dumbarton  castle. 

Sir  John  listened  with  growing  anxiety 
to  his  nephew's  details.  —  When  he 
heard  of  Lady  Helen's  continuing  in  the 
convent,  he  highly  approved  it :  "  That 
is  well,"  said  he  j  "  to  bring  her  to  any 
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private  protection,  would  only  spread 
calamity.  She  might  be  traced,  and  her 
protector  put  in  danger :  none  but  the 
Church,  with  safety  to  itself,  can  grant 
asylum  to  the  daughter  of  a  state  pri- 


forier." 


"  Then  I  doubly  rejoice  she  is  there," 
replied  Murray,  "  and  there  she  will  re- 
main, till  your  generous  assistance  em- 
powers me  to  rescue  her  father." 

"  Lord  Mar  has  been  very  rash,  ne- 
phew," returned  Drumshargard.  (s) 
"  What  occasion  was  there,  for  him,  to 
volunteer  sending  men  to  support  Sir 
William  Wallace?  and  how  durst  he 
bring  ruin  on  Bothwell  castle,  by  collect- 
ing, unauthorised  by  my  brother,  its  vas- 
sals for  so  dangerous  an  experiment  ?" 

Murray  started  at  these  unexpected 
observations.  He  knew  his  uncle  was 
timid,  but  he  had  never  suspected  him 
of  meanness  :  however,  in  consideration 
of  the  respect  he  owed  to  him  as  his 
father's  brother,  he  smothered  his  dis- 
gust, and  gave  him  a  mild  answer.  But 
the  old  man  could  not  approve  of  a  noble- 
man of  his  rank,  running  himself,  his 
fortune,  and  his  friends  into  peril,  to  pay 
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any  debt  of  gratitude  ;  and  as  to  patriotic 
sentiments  being  a  stimulus,  he  treated 
the  idea  with  contempt.  "  Trust  me> 
Andrew,"  said  he,  "  nobody  profits  by 
these  notions,  but  thieves,  and  desperate 
fellows,  ready  to  become  thieves !" 
"  I  do  not  understand  you,  sir !" 
"Not  understand  me?"  replied  the 
knight,  rather  impatiently :  "  Who  suf- 
fers in  these  contests  for  liberty,  as  you 
choose  to  call  them,  but  such  men  as 
Lord  Mar,  and  your  father  ?  Betrayed  by 
artful  declamation,  they  rush  into  con- 
spiracies against  the  existing  government 
- — are  detected  —  ruined — and,  perhaps, 
finally  lose  their  lives  !  —  Who  gains  by 
rebellion,  but  a  few  pennyless  wretches, 
that  embrace  these  vaunted  principles, 
from  the  urgency  of  their  necessities  ? 
They  acquire  plunder  under  the  mask 
of  extraordinary  disinterestedness  \  and 
hazarding  nothing  of  themselves,  but 
their  worthless  lives,  they  would  make 
tools  of  the  first  men  in  the  realm,  and 
throw  the  whole  country  into  flames, 
that  they  may  catch  a  few  brands  from 
the  fire !" 

Young  Murray  felt  his  anger  rise  with 
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this  speech.  —  "  You  do  not  speak  to  my 
point,  sir !  —  I  do  not  come  here  to  dis- 
pute the  general  evil  of  revolt,  but  to  ask 
your  assistance  to  snatch  two  of  the 
bravest  men  in  Scotland,  from  the  fangs 
of  the  tyrant  who  has  made  you  a  slave  !" 

"  Nephew  !"  cried  the  knight,  starting 
from  his  couch,  and  darting  a  fierce  look 
at  him,  "  if  any  man  but  one  of  my  own 
blood  had  uttered  that  word,  this  hour 
should  have  been  his  last." 

"  Every  man,  sir,"  continued  Murray, 
"  who  acts  upon  your  principles,  must 
know  himself  to  be  a  slave  :  —  and  to  re- 
sent being  called  so,  is  to  affront  his  own 
conscience.  A  name  is  nothing  -9  the 
fact  ought  to  knock  upon  your  heart, 
and  there  arouse  the  indignation  of  a 
Scot  and  a  Murray.  See  you  not  the 
villages  of  your  country  burning  around 
you  ?  The  castles  of  your  chieftains 
rased  to  the  ground  ?  Did  not  the  plains 
of  Dunbar,  reek  with  the  blood  of  your 
kinsmen ;  and  even  now,  do  you  not  see 
them  led  away  in  chains  to  the  strong 
holds  of  the  tyrant  ?  Are  not  your  stoutest 
vassals  pressed  from  your  service,  and 
sent  into  foreign  wars?  And  yet  you 
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exclaim,  /  see  no  injury  —  /  spurn  at 
the  name  of  slave  !" 

Murray  rose  from  his  seat  as  he  ended, 
and  walking  the  room  in  agitation,  did 
not  perceive  the  confusion  of  his  uncle  ; 
who,  at  once  overcome  with  conviction 
and  with  fear,  again  ventured  to  speak  : 
"  It  is  too  sure,  you  speak  truth,  Andrew  ! 
but  what  am  I,  or  any  other  private  in- 
dividual, that  we  should  make  ourselves 
a  forlorn  hope  for  the  whole  nation  ? 
Will  Baliol,  who  was  the  first  to  bow  to 
the  usurper  ;  will  he  thank  us  for  losing 
our  heads  in  resentment  of  his  indignity? 
Bruce  himself,  the  rightful  heir  of  the 
crown,  leaves  us  to  our  fates,  and  has  be- 
eome  a  courtier  in  England  !  For  whom, 
then,  should  I  adventure  my  grey  hairs, 
and  the  quiet  of  my  home,  to  seek  an  un- 
certain liberty,  and  to  meet  an  almost 
certain  death  ?" 

"  For  Scotland  !  uncle  ;"  replied  he: 
"  Liberty  is  her  right.  You  are  her 
son  ;  and  if  you  do  not  make  one  in  the 
grand  attempt  to  rescue  her  from  the 
blood-hounds,  which  tear  her  vitals,  the 
guilt  of  parricide  will  be  on  your  souU 
Think  not,  sir,  to  preserve  your  home,  or 
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even  your  grey  hairs,  by  hugging  the 
chains  by  which  you  are  bound.  You 
are  a  Scot ;  and  that  is  sufficient  to  arm 
the  enemy  against  your  property  and  life* 
Remember  the  fate  of  Lord  Monteith  ! 
At  the  very  time  he  was  beset  by  the 
parasites  of  Edward,  and  persuaded,  by 
their  flatteries,  to  be  altogether  as  an 
Englishman  ;  in  that  very  hour,  when 
he  had  taken  a  niece  of  Cressingham's 
to  his  arms,  by  her  hands  the  vengeance 
of  Edward  reached  him  —  He  fell !" 

Murray  saw  that  his  uncle  was  struck, 
and  that  he  trembled. 

"  But  I  am  too  insignificant,  Andrew!" 
"  You  are  the  brother  of  Lord  Both- 
well  !"  answered  Murray,  with  all  the 
dignity  of  his  father  rising  in  his  coun- 
tenance :  "  His  large  possessions,  made 
him  a  traitor  in  the  eyes  of  the  tyrant's 
representatives.  Cressingham,  as  trea- 
surer for  the  crew,  has  already  sent  his 
lieutenant  to  lord  it  in  our  paternal 
castle  ;  and  do  not  deceive  yourself  in 
believing,  that  some  one  of  his  officers 
will  not  require  the  fertile  fields  of 
Drumshargard,  as  a  reward  for  his  ser- 
vices !  No  j  cheat  not  yourself  with  the 
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idea,  that  the  brother  of  Lord  Bothwell 
will  be  too  insignificant,  to  share  in  the 
honour  of  bearing  a  part  in  the  confisca- 
tions of  his  country  !  Trust  me,  my  un- 
cle, the  forbearance  of  tyrants  is  not  that 
of  mercy,  but  of  convenience.  When 
they  need  your  wealth,  or  your  lands, 
your  submission  is  forgotten,  and  a  prison 
or  the  axe,  ready  to  give  them  quiet 
possession." 

Sir  John  Murray,  though  a  timid  and 
narrow-sighted  man,  now  fully  compre- 
hended his  nephew's  reasoning;  and  his 
fears  taking  a  different  turn,  he  hastily 
declared  his  determination  to  set  off  im- 
mediately for  the  Highlands.  "  In  the 
morning,  by  day-break,5'  said  he,  "  I 
will  commence  my  journey,  and  join  my 
brother  at  Loch-awe  ;  for  I  cannot  be- 
lieve myself  safe  a  moment,  while  so 
near  the  garrisons  of  the  enemy." 

Murray  approved  this  plan  :  and  after 
obtaining  his  hard-wrung  leave,  to  take 
thirty  men  from  his  vassals  ;  he  returned 
to  Ker,  to  inform  him  of  the  success  of 
his  mission.  It  was  not  necessary  — 
neither  would  it  have  been  agreeable  to 
his  pride,  to  relate  the  arguments  which 
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had  been  required,  to  obtain  this  small 
assistance  ;  and  in  the  course  of  an  hour 
he  brought  together  the  appointed  num- 
ber, of  the  bravest  men  on  the  estate. 
When  equipped,  he  led  them  into  the 
hall,  to  receive  the  last  command  from 
their  feudal  lord, 

On  seeing  them  armed,  with  every  man 
his  drawn  dirk  in  his  hand,  Sir  John 
turned  pale.  Murray,  with  the  unfolded 
banner  of  Mar  in  his  hand,  and  Ker  by 
his  side,  stood  at  their  head, 

"  Young  men,"  said  the  old  knight, 
striving  to  speak  in  a  firm  tone  ;  "in  this 
expedition,  you  are  to  consider  yourselves 
the  followers  of  my  nephew  :  he  is  brave 
and  honourable,  therefore  I  commit  you 
to  his  command.  But  as  you  go,  on  his 
earnest  petition,  I  am  not  answerable  to 
any  man,  for  the  enterprises  to  which  he 
may  lead  you." 

"  Be  they  all  on  my  own-  head !"  cried 
Murray,  blushing  at  his  uncle's  pusillani- 
mity, and  drawing  out  his  sword  with  an 
impatience  that  made  the  old  knight 
start ;  —  "  We  now  have  your  permission 
to  depart,  sir  ?" 

Sir  John   gave   a   ready   assent  :   he 
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was  anxious  to  get  so  hot-headed  a  youth 
out  of  his  house  ;  and  to  collect  his  gold 
and  servants,  that  he  might  commence 
his  own  flight  by  break  of  day. 

It  was  still  dark  as  midnight,  when 
Murray  and  his  little  company  passed 
the  heights  above  Drumshargard,  and 
took  their  rapid,  though  silent  march, 
towards  the  cliffs,  which  would  conduct 
them  to  the  more  dangerous  passes  of 
the  Cartlane  craigs. 


CHAP.  XIII. 

BANKS    OF    THE    CLYDE. 

Two  days  passed  drearily  away  to  Helen. 
She  could  not  expect  tidings  from  her 
cousin  in  so  short  a  time.  No  more 
happy  dreams  cheered  her  lonely  hours ; 
and  anxiety  to  learn  what  might  be  the 
condition  of  the  Earl,  and  Countess,  so 
possessed  her,  that  visions  of  affright  now 
disturbed  both  her  waking  and  sleeping 
senses.  Fancy  showed  them  in  irons,  and 
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in  a  dungeon;  and  sometimes  she  started 
in  horror,  thinking  that  perhaps  at  that 
moment  the  assassin's  steel  was  raised 
against  the  life  of  her  father. 

On  the  morning  of  the  third  day,  when 
she  was  chiding  herself  for  such  rebel- 
lious despondence,  her  female  attendant 
entered,  to  say,  that  a  friar  was  come  to 
conduct  her  where  she  would  see  mes- 
sengers from  Lady  Mar.  Helen  lingered 
not  a  moment,  but  giving  her  hand  to  the 
good  father,  was  led  by  him  into  the  li- 
brary ;  where  the  prior  was  standing  be- 
tween two  men  in  military  habits.  One 
wore  English  armour,  with  his  visor 
closed  ;  the  other,  a  knight,  was  in  tar- 
tans. The  Scot  presented  her  with  a 
signet,  set  in  gold.  Helen  looked  on  it, 
and  immediately  recognised  the  same 
that  her  step-mother  always  used. 

The  Scottish  knight  was  preparing  to 
address  her,  when  the  prior  interrupted 
him,  and  taking  Lady  Helen's  hand, 
made  her  seat  herself.  —  "  Compose 
yourself  for  a  few  minutes,"  said  he; 
"  this  transitory  life  hourly  brings  for- 
ward events  to  teach  us  to  be  calm,  and 
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to  resign  our  wishes  and  our  wills  to  the 
Lord  of  all  things." 

Helen  looked  fearfully  in  his  face  :  — 
"  Some  evil  tidings  are  to  be  told  me." — 
The  blood  left  her  lips,  it  seemed  leaving 
her  heart  also.  The  prior,  full  of  com- 
passion, hesitated  to  speak.  The  Scot 
abruptly  answered  her : 

"  Be  not  alarmed,  Lady,  your  parents 
have  fallen  into  humane  hands.  I  am 
sent,  under  the  command  of  this  noble 
Southron  knight,  to  conduct  you  to 
them." 

"  Then  my  father  lives  !  They  are 
safe,"  cried  she,  in  a  transport  of  joy, 
and  bursting  into  tears.  — 

"  He  yet  lives/'  returned  the  officer; 
"  but  his  wounds  opening  afresh,  and  the. 
fatigues  of  his  journey,  have  so  exhaust- 
ed him,  that  Lord  Aymer  de  Valence  has 
granted  the  prayers  of  the  Countess,  and 
we  come  to  take  you  to  receive  his  last 
blessing.5' 

A  cry  of  anguish  burst  from  the  heart 
of  Lady  Helen  ;  and  falling  into  the  arms 
of  the  prior,  she  found  refuge  from  woe 
in  a  merciful  insensibility.  The  pitying 


THE    SCOTTISH    CHIEFS.  209 

exertions  of  the  venerable  father,  at  last 
recalled  her  to  recollection,  and  to  sor- 
row. She  rose  from  the  bench  on  which 
he  had  laid  her,  and  begged  permission 
to  retire  for  a  few  minutes  :  tears  choak- 
ed  her  further  utterance  ;  and  being  led 
out  by  the  friar,  she  once  more  re-entered 
her  cell. 

Lady  Helen  passed  the  moments  she 
had  requested,  in  those  duties,  which 
alone  can  give  comfort  to  the  afflicted, 
even  when  all  that  is  visible  bids  us  de- 
spair; and  rising  from  her  knees,  with 
that  holy  fortitude  which  none  but  the 
devout  can  know,  she  took  her  mantle 
and  veil,  and  throwing  them  over  her, 
sent  her  attendant  to  the  prior,  to  say,  that 
she  was  ready  to  set  out  on  her  journey, 
and  wished  to  receive  his  parting  bene- 
diction. The  venerable  father,  followed 
by  Halbert,  obeyed  her  summons.  On 
seeing  the  poor  old  harper,  Helen's  heart 
lost  some  of  its  newly  acquired  composure. 
She  held  out  her  hand  to  him  ;  he  pressed 
it  to  his  lips  :  —  "  Farewell,  sweetest 
lady  !  May  the  prayers  of  the  dear  saint, 
to  whose  remains  your  pious  care  gave  a 
holy  grave,  draw  down  upon  your  own 
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head  consolation  and  peace."  The  old  man 
sobbed ;  and  the  tears  of  Lady  Helen ,  as 
he  bent  upon  her  hand,  dropped  upon 
his  silver  hair  :  "  May  Heaven  hear  you, 
good  Halbert !  —  And  cease  not,  vene- 
rable man,  to  pray  for  me  j  for  I  go  into 
the  hour  of  trial." 

"  All  that  dwell  in  this  house,  my 
daughter,"  rejoined  the  prior,  "  shall 
put  up  orisons  for  your  comfort,  and  for 
the  soul  of  the  departing  Earl."  Ob- 
serving that  her  grief  augmented  at  these 
words,  he  proceeded  in  a  yet  more  sooth- 
ing voice  :  "  Regret  not  that  he  goes  be- 
fore you,  for  what  is  death  but  entrance 
into  life  ?  It  is  the  narrow  gate,  which 
shuts  us  from  this  dark  world,  to  usher 
us  into  another,  of  everlasting  light  and 
happiness.  —  Weep  not,  then,  dear  child 
of  the  church,  that  your  earthly  parents 
precede  you  to  the  heavenly  Father  ;  ra- 
ther say  with  the  Virgin,  Saint  Bride  ! 
€  How,  long,  O  Lord,  am  I  to  be  ba- 
nished thy  presence?  How  long  endure 
the  prison  of  my  body,  before  I  am  admit- 
ted to  the  freedom  of  paradise,  to  the  bliss 
of  thy  saints  *'  " 

Helen  raised  her  eyes,  yet  shining  in 
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tears,  and  with  a  divine  smile  pressing 
the  crucifix  to  her  breast  —  "  You  do  in- 
deed arm  me,  my  father  !  —  This  is  my 
strength  !" 

"  And  one  that  will  never  fail  thee  !" 
exclaimed  he.  —  She  dropped  upon  one 
knee  before  him.  He  crossed  his  hands 
over  her  head  —  he  looked  up  to  heaven 
—  his  bosom  heaved  —  his  lips  moved  — 
then  pausing  a  moment  — •  "  Go,"  said 
he,  "  arid  may  the  angels  which  guard 
innocence,  minister  to  your  sorrows,  and 
lead  you  into  peace  !" 

Helen  bowed,  and  breathing  inwardly 
a  devout  response,  rose,  and  followed  the 
prior  out  of  the  cell.  At  the  end  of 
the  cloister,  she  again  bade  farewell  to 
Halbert.  Before  the  great  gates  stood 
the  knights,  with  their  attendants.  She 
once  more  kissed  the  crucifix  held  by 
the  prior,  and  giving  her  hand  to  the 
Scot,  was  placed  by  him  on  a  horse  rich- 
ly  caparisoned.  He  sprung  on  another 
himself :  while  the  English  officer,  who 
was  already  mounted,  drawing  up  to  her, 
she  pulled  down  her  veil ;  and  all  bow- 
ing to  the  holy  brotherhood  at  the  porch, 
rode  off  at  a  gentle  pace. 
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A  long  stretch  of  woods,  which  spread 
before  the  monastery,  and  screened  the 
back  of  Bothwell  castle  from  being  dis- 
cernible on  that  side  of  the  Clyde,  lay 
before  them.  Through  this  green  laby- 
rinth, they  pursued  their  way,  till  they 
crossed  the  river. 

"  Time  wears!"  exclaimed  the  Scot 
to  his  companion  ;  "  we  must  push  on." 
The  English  knight  nodded,  and  set  his 
spurs  into  his  steed.  The  whole  troop 
now  fell  into  a  rapid  trot.  The  banks  of 
the  Aven  opened  into  a  hundred  beau- 
tiful seclusions,  which,  intersecting  the 
deep  sides  of  the  river,  with  umbrageous 
shades,  and  green  hillocks,  seemed  to  shut 
it  from  the  world.  Helen  in  vain  looked 
for  the  distant  towers  of  Dumbarton 
castle,  marking  the  horizon  :  no  horizon 
appeared,  but  a  range  of  rocks  and  wooded 
precipices. 

A  sweet  breeze  played  through  the 
valley,  and  revived  her  harassed  frame. 
She  put  aside  her  veil  to  enjoy  its  fresh- 
ness, and  saw  that  the  knights  turned 
their  horses'  heads  into  one  of  the  obscu- 
rest mountain  defiles.  She  started  at  its 
depth,  and  at  the  gloom  which  involved 
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its  extremity.     "  It  is  our  nearest  path," 
said   the  Scot;  Helen  made   no   reply, 
but  turning  her  steed  also,  followed  him  ; 
there  being  room  for  only  one  at  a  time 
to  ride  along  the  narrow  margin  of  the 
river  that  flowed  at  its  base.     The  En- 
glishman, whose  voice  she  had  not  yet 
heard,  and  the  attendants,  came  in  the 
rear.     It  was  with  difficulty  the  horses 
could  make  their  way  through  the  thicket 
which   interlaced  the  pathway  ;  so  con- 
fined,   indeed,  that   it  rather  seemed  a 
cleft  made  by  an  earthquake  in  the  moun- 
tain, than  a  road  for  the  use  of  man. 

When  they  had  been  employed  for  an 
hour  in  breaking  their  way  through  this 
trackless  glen,  they  came  to  a  wider 
space,  where  other  and  broader  ravines 
opened  before  them.  The  Scot,  taking 
a  defile  to  the  right,  raised  his  bugle,  and 
blew  so  sudden  and  loud  a  blast,  that 
the  horse  on  which  Lady  Helen  sat,  took 
fright,  and  began  to  plunge  and  rear,  to 
the  evident  hazard  of  throwing  her  into 
the  stream.  Some  of  the  dismounted 
men,  seeing  her  danger,  seized  the  horse 
by  the  bridle  \  while  the  English  knight, 
extricating  her  from  the  saddle,  carried 
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her  in  his  arms,  through  some  clustering 
bushes,  into  a  cave,  and  laid  her  at  the 
feet  of  an  armed  man. 

Terrified  at  this  extraordinary  action, 
she  started  up  with  a  piercing  shriek,  but 
was  at  that  moment  enveloped  in  the 
arms  of  the  stranger  ;  and  a  loud  and 
brutal  shout  of  exultation  resounded  from 
the  Scot  who  stood  at  the  entrance.  It 
was  echoed  from  without.  There  was 
horror  in  every  sound.  —  "  Mighty  God, 
protect  me  !"  cried  she,  frantickly  striv- 
ing to  break  from  the  man  who  held  her  : 
"  Where  am  I  ?"  cried  she,  looking  wild- 
ly at  the  two  men  who  had  brought  her, 
"  Why  am  I  not  taken  to  my  father  ?" 

She  received  no  answer  j  and  both  the 
Scot  and  the  Englishman  left  the  place. 
The  stranger  still  held  her  locked  in  a 
grasp  that  seemed  of  iron.  In  vain  she 
struggled,  in  vain  she  shrieked,  in  vain 
she  called  on  earth  and  heaven  for  as- 
sistance ;  she  was  held,  and  still  he  kept 
silence.  Exhausted  with  terror,  and 
fruitless  attempts  for  release,  she  put  her 
hands  together,  and  in  a  calmer  tone  ex- 
claimed, "  If  you  have  honour,  or  huma- 
nity in  your  heart,  release  me  !  I  am  an 


THE    SCOTTISH    CHIEFS.  215 

unprotected  woman,  praying  for  your 
mercy ;  withhold  it  not  for  the  sake  of 
heaven,  and  your  own  soul !" 

"  Kneel  to  me  then,  thou  syren  !"  cried 
the  warrior,  with  fierceness.  As  he  spoke, 
he  threw  the  tender  knees  of  Lady  Helen 
upon  the  rocky  floor.  His  voice  echoed 
terribly  in  her  ears  ;  but  obeying  him, 
"  Free  me,"  cried  she,  "  for  the  sake  of 
my  dying  father !" 

"Never,  till  I  have  had  my  revenge  !" 

At  this  dreadful  denunciation  she  shud- 
dered to  the  soul,  but  yet  she  spoke  : 
"  Surely  I  am  mistaken  for  some  one 
else !  —  O,  how  can  I  have  offended  any 
man,  to  incur  so  cruel  an  outrage !" 

The  warrior  burst  into  a  satanic  laugh, 
and  throwing  up  his  visor  —  "  Behold 
me,  Helen  !"  cried  he,  grasping  her 
clasped  hands  with  a  horrible  force, 
"  My  hour  is  come !" 

At  the  sight  of  the  dreadful  face  of 
Soulis,  she  comprehended  all  her  danger, 
and  with  supernatural  strength  wresting 
her  hands  from  his  hold,  she  burst 
through  the  bushes  out  of  the  cave.  Her 
betrayers  stood  at  the  entrance,  and 
catching  her  in  their  arms,  brought  her 
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back  to  their  lord.  But  it  was  an  insen- 
sible form  they  now  laid  before  him  : 
overcome  with  horror,  her  senses  fled. 
Short  was  this  suspension  from  misery  : 
water  was  thrown  on  her  face,  and  she 
awoke  to  recollection,  lying  on  the  bosom 
of  her  enemy.  —  Again  she  struggled, 
again  her  cries  echoed  from  side  to  side 
of  the  cavern.  —  "  Peace  !"  cried  the 
monster  :  "  you  cannot  escape  —  you 
are  mine  by  a  force  that  shall  compel  you 
to  submit.  How  often  have  I  knelt  at 
your  feet,  begging  for  that  mercy  on  my 
passion  which  you  denied  !  Twice  you 
refused  to  be  my  wife !  —  you  dared  to 
despise  my  love,  and  my  power  :  — now 
you  shall  feel  my  hatred,  and  my  revenge!" 

"  Kill  me  !"  cried  the  distracted  He- 
len, "  kill  me,  and  I  will  bless  you  !" 

"  That  would  be  a  poor  vengeance," 
cried  he  ;  "  you  must  be  humbled,  proud 
minion,  —  you  must  learn  to  fawn  on  me 
for  a  smile ;  to  woo,  as  my  slave,  for  one 
of  those  caresses,  you  spurned  to  receive 
as  my  wife."  As  he  spoke,  he  strained 
her  to  his  breast,  with  the  contending 
expressions  of  passion,  and  revenge, 
glaring  in  his  eyes.  Helen  shrieked 
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at  the  pollution  of  his  lips ;  and  as  he 
more  fiercely  held  her,  her  hand  struck 
against  the  hilt  of  his  dagger.  In  a  mo- 
ment she  drew  it,  and  armed  with  the 
strength  of  outraged  innocence,  unwit- 
ting whether  it  gave  death  or  not,  only 
hoping  it  would  release  her,  she  struck  it 
into  his  side  —  All  was  the  action  of 
an  instant  —  While,  as  instantaneously, 
he  caught  her  wrist,  and  exclaiming, 
"  Damnable  traitress !"  dashed  her  from 
him,  stunned,  and  motionless,  to  the 
ground. 

The  weapon  had  not  penetrated  far. 
But  the  sight  of  his  blood,  drawn  by  the 
hand  of  a  woman,  so  incensed  the  raging 
Soulis,  that  had  not  insensibility  been 
her  security,  perhaps  the  violence  of  his 
unmanly  indignation  would  have  repeated 
the  blow ;  and,  at  once,  have  rid  her  of 
life,  and  his  indignities.  He  called  aloud 
on  Macgregor.  The  two  men,  who  yet 
stood  without  the  cave,  re-entered.  They 
started,  when  they  saw  a  dagger  in  his 
hand,  and  Helen  lying  apparently  life- 
less, with  blood  sprinkled  on  her  gar- 
ments. 

Macgregor,  who  had  personated   the 

VOL.  I.  L 
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Scottish  knight,  in  a  tremulous  voice 
asked  why  he  had  killed  the  lady  ? 

Soulis  frowned  :  "  Here  !"  cried  he, 
throwing  open  his  vest ;  "  this  wound, 
that  beautiful  fiend,  you  so  piteously 
look  upon,  aimed  at  my  life !  —  I  only 
sought  to  force  her  to  an  honour,  many 
of  her  proud  sex  sigh  after  in  vain." 

"  My  lord,"  said  the  other  man,  u  I 
expected  different  treatment  for  the  Earl 
of  Mar's  daughter." 

"  Base  Scot !"  returned  Soulis  ;  "  when 
you  brought  a  woman  into  these  wilds 
to  me,  you  had  no  right  to  expect  I 
should  use  her  otherwise  than  as  I  pleased, 
and  you,  as  the  servile  minister  of  my 
pleasures.  From  this  hour,  dare  to  pass 
a  judgment  on  my  actions,  and  your 
infamy  shall  be  published  wide  as  my 
trumpets  can  blow  the  tale." 

"  This  language,  Lord  Soulis !"  re- 
joined the  man,  much  agitated ;  "  but 
you  mistook  me.  —  I  meant  not  to  re- 
proach." 

"  'Tis  well  you  did  not:"  and  turn- 
ing from  him  with  contempt,  he  listened 
to  Macgregor  j  who,  stooping  towards  the 
inanimate  Helen,  observed  that  her  pulse 
18 
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beat.  —  "  Fool  I"  returned  Soulis,  "  did 
you  think  I  would  so  rashly  throw  away, 
what  I  have  been  at  such  pains  to  gain  ? 
Call  your  wife;  she  knows  how  to  teach 
these  minions  submission  to  my  will." 

The  man  obeyed  ;  and  while  his  com- 
panion, by  the  command  of  Soulis,  bound 
a  fillet  round  the  forehead  of  Helen, 
cut  by  the  flints  ;  the  chief  brought  two 
chains,  and  fastening  them  to  her  wrists 
and  ancles,  exclaimed  with  brutal  triumph, 
while  he  locked  them  on  :  —  "  There, 
my  haughty  damsel !  flatter  not  thyself 
that  the  arms  of  Soulis  shall  be  thine 
only  fetters." 

Macgregor's  wife  entered,  and  pro- 
mised to  obey  all  her  lord's  injunctions. 
When  she  was  left  alone  with  the  breath- 
less body  of  Helen,  water,  and  a  few 
cordial  drops,  which  she  poured  into  the 
unhappy  lady's  mouth,  soon  recalled  her 
wretched  senses.  On  opening  her  eyes,the 
sight  of  one  of  her  own  sex  inspired  her 
with  some  hope  j  but  attempting  to  stretch 
out  her  hands  in  supplication,  she  was 
horror-struck  at  finding  them  fastened, 
and  at  the  clink  of  the  chains  which  bound 
her.  "  Why  am  I  thus  ?"  demanded 
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she  of  the  woman  ;  but  suddenly  recol- 
lecting having  attempted  to  pierce  Soulis 
with  his  own  dagger,  and  now  supposing 
she  had  slain  him,  she  added,  "  Is  Lord 
Soulis  killed  ?" 

"  No  ;"  replied  the  woman  ;  "  my 
husband  says  he  is  but  slightly  hurt  ;  and 
surely  your  fair  face  belies  your  heart, 
if  you  could  intend  the  death  of  so  brave 
and  loving  a  lord  !" 

"  You  then  belong  to  him  ?"  cried  the 
wretched  Helen,  wringing  her  hands: 
"  Alas,  how  am  I  beset  !  —  what  will  be 
my  unhappy  fate  !  —  O,  Virgin  of  Hea- 
ven, take  me  to  thyself!" 

"  Heaven  forbid  !"  cried  the  woman, 
"  that  you  should  pray  against  being  the 
favourite  lady  of  our  noble  chief  !  Many 
are  the  scores  around  Hermitage  Castle, 
who  would  come  hither  on  their  hands 
and  knees,  to  arrive  at  that  happiness." 

"  Happiness  !"  cried  Lady  Helen,  in 
anguish  of  spirit  ;  "  Oh,  it  can  visit  me 
no  more,  till  I  am  restored  to  my  father 
—  till  I  am  released  from  the  power  of 
Soulis  !  Give  me  liberty,"  continued  she, 
wildly  grasping  the  arm  of  the  woman  : 
"  Assist  me  to  escape,  and  half  the 
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wealth  of  the  Earl  of  Mar  shall  be  your 
reward  I" 

"  Alas  !"  returned  the  woman  ;  "  my 
lord  would  burn  me  on  the  spot,  and 
murder  my  husband,  did  he  think  I  even 
listened  to  such  a  project.  No,  lady  ; 
you  never  will  see  your  father  more  : 
for  none  who  once  enter  my  lord's  Her- 
mitage, ever  wish  to  come  out  again." 

"  The  Hermitage  I"  cried  Helen,  start- 
ing  on  her  kness,  "  Oh  !  Father  of  the 
desolate,  have  mercy  upon  me!  and 
never  let  me  live  to  enter  those  accursed 
walls  I" 

"They  are  frightful  enough,  to  be 
sure,"  returned  the  woman  ;  "  but  you, 
gentle  lady,  will  be  princess  there  ;  and 
in  all  things  commanding  the  kingly 
heart  of  its  lord,  have  rather  cause  to 
bless  than  to  curse  the  castle  of  Soulis." 

"  Himself,  and  all  that  bears  his  name, 
are  accursed  to  me  j"  returned  Helen  : 
"  his  love  is  my  abomination,  his  hatred 
my  dread.  Pity  me,  kind  creature  ; 
and  if  you  have  a  daughter  whose  honour 
is  dear  to  your  prayers,  think  you  see 
her  in  me,  and  have  compassion  on  me. 
My  life  is  in  your  hands  ;  for  I  swear 
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before  the  throne  of  Almighty  Purity, 
that  Soulis  shall  see  me  die,  rather  than 
dishonoured  ! 

"  Poor  young  soul,"  cried  the  woman, 
looking  at  her  frantic  gestures  with  com- 
miseration j  "  I  would  pity  you,  if  I 
durst;  but  I  repeat,  my  life,  and  my 
husband's,  and  my  children,  who  are 
now  near  Hermitage,  would  all  be  sacri- 
ficed to  the  rage  of  Lord  Soulis.  You 
must  be  content  to  submit  to  his  will." 
Helen  closed  her  hands  over  her  breast 
in  mute  despair,  and  the  woman  went 
on  :  •  —  "  and  as  for  the  matter  of  your 
making  such  lamentations  about  your 
father,  if  he  be  as  little  your  friend  as 
your  mother  is,  you  have  not  much  cause 
to  grieve  on  that  score." 

Helen  started  aghast.  "  My  mother  ! 
what  of  her  ?  —  Speak  :  tell  me  ?  ~  It 
was  indeed  her  signet,  that  betrayed  me 
into  these  horrors.  She  cannot  have 
consented  —  O  !  no  !  some  villains.  — 
Speak  :  tell  me,  what  you  would  say  of 
Lady  Mar?" 

Regardless  of  the  terrible  emotion 
which  now  shook  the  frame  of  her  au- 
ditor, the  woman  coolly  replied*  she  had 
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heard  from  her  husband,  who  was  the 

confidential  servant  of  Lord  Soulis,  that 

it  was  to  Lady  Mar  he  owed  the  know- 

ledge of  Helen  being  at  Both  well.     The 

Countess  had  written  a  letter  to  her  cou- 

sin, Lord  Buchan}  who  being  a  sworn 

friend  of  England,  was  then  with  Lord 

de  Valence  at  Dumbarton.     In  this  epis- 

tle, she  intimated  "her  wish,  that  Lord 

Buchan  would  devise  a  plan  to  surprise 

Both  well  castle  the  ensuing  day  ;  to  pre- 

vent the  departure  of  its  armed  vassals, 

then  preparing  to  march  to  the  support 

of  the  outlaw  Sir  William  Wallace,  who, 

with  his  band   of  robbers,  was  lurking 

about  the  caverns  of  the  Cartlane  craigs." 

When  this  letter  arrived,  Lord  Soulis 

was  at  dinner  with  the  other  lords  5  and 

Buchan  laying  it  before  De  Valence,  they 

all  consulted  what  was  best  to  be  done. 

Lady  Mar  begged  her  cousin  not  to  ap- 

pear in  the  affair  himself,  that  she  might 

escape  the  suspicions  of  her  lord  ;  who, 

she  strongly  declared,  was  not  arming 

his  vassals  for  any  disloyal   disposition 

towards  the  King  of  England,  but  solely 

at  the  instigations  of  Wallace,  to  whom 

he  romantically  considered  himself  bound 
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by  the  ties  of  gratitude.  As  she  gave  this 
information,  she  hoped  that  no  attainder 
would  fall  upon  her  husband.  And  to 
keep  the  transaction  as  close  as  possible, 
she  proposed  that  the  Lord  Soulis,  who 
she  understood  was  then  at  Dumbarton, 
should  take  the  command  of  two  or  three 
thousand  troops,  and,  marching  to  Both- 
well  next  morning,  seize  the  few  hun- 
dred armed  Scots,  ready  there  to  proceed 
to  the  mountains.  She  ended  by  saying, 
that  her  daughter-in-law  was  in  the 
castle ;  which  she  hoped  would  be  an 
inducement  to  Soulis  to  ensure  the  Earl 
of  Mar's  safety,  for  the  sake  of  her  hand 
as  his  reward. 

The  greatest  part  of  Lady  Mar's  in- 
junctions could  not  be  attended  to,  as 
Lord  de  Valence,  as  well  as  Soulis,  was 
made  privy  to  the  secret.  The  English 
nobleman  declared,  that  he  should  not  do 
his  duty  to  his  King,  if  he  did  not  head 
the  force  that  went  to  quell  so  dangerous 
a  conspiracy ;  and  Soulis,  eager  to  go  at 
any  rate,  joyfully  accepted  the  honour  of 
being  his  companion.  Lord  Buchan  was 
easily  persuaded  to  the  seizure  of  the 
Earl's  person,  as  De  Valence  flattered 
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him,  that  the  King  would  endow  him 
with  the  Mar  estates,  which  must  now 
be  confiscated.  Helen  groaned  at  the 
latter  part  of  this  narration  j  but  the 
woman,  without  noticing  it,  proceeded 
to  relate,  how,  when  the  party  had  exe- 
cuted their  design  at  Bothwell  castle, 
she  was  to  have  been  taken  by  Soulis 
to  his  castle  near  Glasgow.  But  on  that 
wily  Scot  not  finding  her,  he  conceived 
the  suspicion  that  Lord  de  Valence  had 
prevailed  on  tHe  Countess  to  give  her  up 
to  him.  He  observed,  that  the  woman 
who  could  be  prevailed  on  to  betray  her 
-daughter  to  one  man,  would  easily  be 
bribed  to  repeat  the  crime  to  another ; 
and  under  this  impression  he  accused  the 
English  nobleman  of  treachery.  De 
Valence  denied  it  vehemently  ;  a  quarrel 
ensued  ;  and  Soulis  departed  with  a  few 
of  his  followers,  giving  out  that  he  was 
retiring  in  high  indignation  to  Dun- 
glass.  But  the  fact  was,  he  lurked  about 
in  Bothwell  wood ;  and  from  its  recesses, 
saw  Cressingham's  lieutenant  march  by, 
to  take  possession  of  the  castle  in  the 
King's  name.  A  deserter  from  his 
troops,  fell  in  with  Lord- Soulis's  coni- 
L  5 


THE    SCOTTISH    CHIEFS. 

pany;  and  flying  to  him  for  protection, 
a  long  private  conversation  took  place 
between  them.  At  this  period,  one  of  the 
spies  who  had  been  sent  by  the  chief  in 
quest  of  news,  returned  with  a  female  te- 
nant of  St.  Fillans,  whom  he  had  seduced 
from  her  home.  She  told  Lord  Soulis 
all  he  wanted  to  know  ;  informing  him, 
that  a  beautiful  young  lady,  who  could 
be  no  other  than  Lady  Helen  Mar,  was 
concealed  in  that  convent. 

On  this  information,  he  conversed  a 
long  time  with  the  stranger  from  Cres- 
singham's  detachment.  And  determining 
on  taking  Helen  immediately  to  Hermit- 
age ;  that  the  distance  of  Teviot  dale 
might  render  a  rescue  less  probable,  he 
laid  his  plan  accordingly.  "In  conse- 
quence," continued  the  woman,  "my 
husband,  and  the  stranger ;  the  one  ha- 
bited as  a  Scottish,  and  the  other  as  an 
English  knight,  (for  my  lord  being  ever 
on  some  wild  prank,  has  always  a  chest 
of  strange  dresses  with  him,)  set  out  for 
St.  Fillans  ;  taking  with  them  the  signet 
which  your  mother  had  sent  with  her 
letter  to  the  Earl  her  cousin:  They 
hoped  such  a  pledge  of  their  truth, 
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would  ensure  them  credit.  You  know 
the  tale  they  invented  ;  and  its  success 
proves  my  lord  to  be  no  bad  contriver." 


CHAP.  XIV. 

THE   PENTLAND    HILLS. 

HELEN  listened  with  astonishment  and 
grief,  to  this  too  probable  story  of  her 
step-mother's  ill-judged  tenderness,  or 
cruel  treachery ;  and  remembering  the 
threats  which  had  escaped  that  lady  in 
their  last  conversation,  she  saw  no  reason 
to  doubt  what  so  clearly  explained  the 
•before  inexplicable  seizure  of  her  father, 
the  betraying  of  Wallace,  and  her  own 
present  calamity. 

"  You  do  not  answer  me,"  rejoined 
the  woman  ;  "  but  if  you  think  I  don't 
say  true,  Lord  Soulis  himself  will  assure 
you  of  the  fact." 

"  Alas,  no !"  returned  Helen,  pro- 
foundly sighing ;  "  I  believe  it  too  well. 
I  see  the  depth  of  the  misery  into  which 
I  am  plunged.  And  yet,"  cried  she,  re- 
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collecting  the  imposition  the  men  had 
put  upon  her  ;  "  yet,  I  shall  not  be 
wholly  so,  if  my  father  lives,  and  was 
not  in  the  extremity  they  told  me  of!" 

"  If  that  thought  gives  you  comfort, 
retain  it  j"  returned  the  woman  :  "  the 
whole  story  of  the  Earl's  illness,  was  an 
invention,  to  bring  you  at  so  short  no- 
tice from  the  protection  of  the  prior." 

"  I  thank  thee,  gracious  Providence, 
for  this  comfort  !"  exclaimed  Helen  : 
"  it  inspires  me  with  redoubled  trust  in 
thee." 

Margery  shook  her  head.  "  Ah,  poor 
victim,  (thought  she,)  how  vain  is  thy 
devotion  !"  But  she  had  not  time  to 
say  so,  for  her  husband,  and  the  deserter 
from  Cressingham,  re-entered  the  cave. 
Helen,  afraid  that  it  was  Soulis,  started 
up.  The  stranger  made  a  motion  to  lift 
her  in  his  arms  :  she  struggled,  and  in 
the  violence  of  her  action,  struck  his 
beaver  :  it  opened,  and  discovered  a  pale 
and  stern  countenance,  with  a  large  scar 
across  his  jaw  ;  this  mark  of  contest, 
and  the  gloomy  scowl  of  his  eyes,  made 
Helen  rush  towards  the  woman  for  pro- 
tection. The  man  hastily  closed  his  hel- 
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met,  and  speaking  through  the  closed 
steel,  for  the  first  time  she  heard  his 
voice,  which  sounded  hollow  and  decisive: 
—  he  bade  her  prepare  to  accompany 
Lord  Soulis,  in  a  journey  to  the  south. 

Helen  looked  at  her  shackled  arms, 
and  despairing  of  effecting  her  escape  by 
any  effort  of  her  own,  she  thought  that 
gaining  time  might  be  some  advantage  ; 
and  allowing  the  man  to  take  her  hand, 
while  Macgregor  supported  her  on  the 
other  side,  they  led  her  out  of  the  cave. 
She  observed  the  latter  smile,  and  wink  at 
his  wife.  —  "  Oh  !"  cried  she,  "  to  what 
am  I  betrayed  !  —  Unhand  me  —  leave 
me  !"  Almost  fainting  with  dread,  she 
leaned  against  the  arm  of  the  stranger. 

Thunder  now  pealed  over  her  head, 
and  lightning  shot  across  the  mountains. 
She  looked  up  :  "  Merciful  heaven  1" 
cried  she,  in  a  voice  of  deep  horror; 
"  send  down  thy  bolt  on  me  !"  —  At  that 
moment  Soulis,  mounted  on  his  steed, 
approached,  and  ordered  her  to  be  put 
into  the  litter.  Incapable  of  contending 
with  the  numbers  which  surrounded  her, 
she  allowed  them  to  execute  their  mas- 
ter's commands.  Macgregor's  wife  was 
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set  on  a  pillion  behind  him ;  and  Soulis 
giving  the  word,  they  all  marched  on  at 
a  rapid  pace.  In  a  few  hours,  having 
cleared  the  shady  valleys  of  the  Clyde, 
they  entered  the  long  and  barren  tracts 
of  the  Leadhill  moors. 

A  dismal  hue  overspread  the  country  ; 
the  thunder  yet  roared  in  distant  peals, 
and  the  lightning  came  down  in  such 
vast  sheets  that  the  carriers  were  often 
obliged  to  set  down  their  burthen,  and 
cover  their  eyes  to  recover  their  sight. 
A  shrill  wind  pierced  the  slight  covering 
of 'the  litter,  and  blowing  it  aside,  dis- 
covered at  intervals  the  rough  out-lines 
of  the  distant  hills,  visible  through  the 
mist ;  or  the  gleaming  of  some  wander- 
ing water,  as  it  glided  away,  over  the 
cheerless  waste. 

"All  is  desolation,  like  myself!*' 
thought  Helen;  but  neither  the  cold 
wind,  nor  the  rain,  now  drifting  into  her 
vehicle,  occasioned  her  any  sensation. 
It  is  only  when  the  mind  is  at  ease,  that 
the  body  is  delicate  :  all  within  her,  was 
too  expectant  of  mental  horrors,  to  notice 
the  casual  inconveniences  of  season  or 
situation.  Ji 


THE   SCOTTISH    CHIEFS. 


The  cavalcade  with  difficulty  mounted 
the  steeps  of  a  stupendous  mountain, 
where  the  storm  raged  so  turbulently, 
that  the  men  who  carried  the  litter, 
stopped,  and  told  their  lord,  it  would 
be  impossible  to  proceed  in  the  ap- 
proaching darkness  ;  they  conjured  him 
to  look  at  the  perpendicular  rocks,  ren- 
dered indeterminate  by  the  gathering 
mist  ;  —  to  feel  the  over-whelming  gusts 
of  the  tempest  ;  and  then  judge  whether 
they  dare  venture  with  the  litter  on  so 
dangerous  a  pathway,  made  slippery  by 
descending  rain  ! 

To  halt  in  such  a  spot,    seemed  to 
Soulis  as  perilous  as  to  proceed.  —  "  We 
shall  not   be   better   off,"  answered  he, 
"  should  we  attempt  to  return  :   preci- 
pices lie  on  either  side  ;    and  to  stand 
still,  would  be  equally  perilous  :  the  tor- 
rents  from  the  heights  increase  so  rapidly, 
there  is  every  chance  of  our  being  swept 
away,  should  we  remain  exposed  to  their 
stream." 

Helen  looked  at  these  sublime  cas- 
cades, with  a  calm  welcome,  as  they 
poured  from  the  hills,  and  flung  their 
spray  upon  the  roof  of  her  vehicle*  She 
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hailed  her  release,  in  the  death  they 
menaced ;  and  far  from  being  intimi- 
dated at  the  prospect,  cast  a  resigned, 
and  even  wistful  glance,  into  the  swell- 
ing lake  beneath,  under  whose  waves  she 
expected  soon  to  sleep. 

On  the  remonstrance  of  their  master, 
the  men  resumed  their  pace  ;  and  after 
hard  contention  with  the  storm,  they 
gained  the  summit  of  the  west  side  of 
the  mountain ;  and  were  descending  its 
eastern  brow,  when  the  shades  of  night 
closed  in  upon  them.  Looking  down 
into  the  black  chaos,  on  the  brink  of 
which  they  must  pass  along,  they  once 
more  protested  they  could  not  advance 
a  foot,  until  the  dawn  should  give  them 
some  security. 

At  this  declaration,  which  Soulis  saw 
could  not  now  be  disputed,  he  ordered 
the  troop  to  halt  under  the  shelter  of  a 
projecting  rock.  Its  huge  arch  over- 
hung the  ledge  that  formed  the  road, 
while  a  deep  gulf  at  his  feet,  by  the 
roaring  of  waters,  proclaimed  itself  the 
receptacle  of  those  cataracts,  which  rush 
tremendous  from  the  ever-streaming 
Pentland  hills. 
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Soulis  dismounted.  The  men  set  down 
the  litter,  and  removed  to  a  distance  as  he 
approached.  He  opened  one  of  the  cur- 
tains, and  throwing  himself  beside  the  ex- 
hausted, but  watchful  Helen,  clasped  his 
arms  roughly  about  her,  and  exclaimed. 
—  "  Sweet  minion,  I  must  pillow  on  your 
bosom  till  the  morn  awakes  !"  His  bru- 
tal lips  were  again  rivetted  to  her  cheek. 
Ten  thousand  strengths  seemed  then  to 
heave  him  from  her  heart ;  and  strug- 
gling with  a  power  that  amazed  even  her- 
self, she  threw  him  from  her ;  and  hold- 
ing him  off  with  her  shackled  arms,  her 
shrieks  again  pierced  the  heavens. 

"  Scream  thy  soul  away,  poor  fool !" 
exclaimed  Soulis,  seizing  her  fiercely  in 
his  arms ;  "  for  thou  art  now  so  surely 
mine,  that  Heaven  itself  cannot  preserve 
thee." 

At  that  moment  her  couch  was  shaken 
by  a  sudden  shock,  and  in  the  next  she 
was  covered  with  the  blood  of  Soulis.  A 
stroke  from  an  unseen  arm,  had  wounded 
him,  and  starting  on  his  feet,  a  fearful 
battle  of  swords  took  place  over  the 
prostrate  Helen. 

Two  men,  out  of  the  numbers  who  has- 
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tened  to  the  assistance  of  their  master, 
fell  dead  on  her  body;  while  the  chief 
himself,  covered  with  wounds,  and  breath- 
ing revenge  and  blasphemy,  wasforcedoff 
by  the  survivors.     "  Where  do  you  carry 
me,  villains  ?"  cried  he  ;   "  Separate  me 
not  from  the  vengeance  I  will  yet  hurl  on 
that  demon  who  has  robbed  me  of  my 
victim,  or  ye  shall  die  a  death  more  hor- 
rible than  hell  can  inflict !"     He  raved  ; 
but  more  unheeded  than  the  tempest: 
terrified  that  the  spirits  of  darkness  were 
indeed  their  pursuers,  in  spite  of  his  re- 
iterated threats,   the   men    carried   him 
to  a  distant  hollow  in  the  rock  ;  and  laid 
him  down,  now  insensible  from  loss  of 
blood.   One  or  two  of  the  most  desperate, 
returned  to  see  what  was  become  of  Lady 
Helen  ;  well  aware  that  if  they  could  re- 
gain her,  their  master  would  be  satisfied  : 
but  on  the  reverse,  should  she  be  lost,  the 
whole  troop  knew  their  fate  would  be 
some  merciless  punishment, 

Macgregor,  and  the  deserter  of  Cres- 
singham,  were  the  first  who  reached  the 
spot  where  the  lady  had  been  left,  and 
with  horror  they  found  the  litter,  but  not 
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herself.  She  was  gone.  But  whether 
carried  off  by  the  mysterious  arm  which 
had  felled  their  lord,  or  she  had  thrown 
herself  into  the  foaming  gulf  beneath, 
they  could  not  determine.  They  decided, 
however,  the  latter  should  be  their  report 
to  Soulis  ;  knowing  he  would  rather  be- 
lieve the  object  of  his  passions  had  pe- 
rished, than  that  she  had  escaped  his  toils. 
Almost  stupefied  with  consternation, 
they  returned  to  repeat  this  tale  to  their 
furious  lord,  who,  on  having  his  wounds 
stanched,  had  recovered  from  his  swoon. 
On  hearing  that  the  beautiful  creature,  he 
had  so  lately  believed  his  own  beyond  the 
power  of  fate  ;  that  his  property,  as  he 
called  her,  the  devoted  slave  of  his  will, 
the  mistress  of  his  destiny,  was  lost  to 
him  for  ever,  swallowed  up  in  the  whelm- 
ing wave,  he  became  frantic.  There  was 
desperation  in  every  word.  He  raved  ; 
tore  up  the  earth  like  a  wild  beast ;  and, 
foaming  at  the  mouth,  dashed  the  wife 
of  Macgregor  from  him,  as  she  approached 
with  a  fresh  balsam  for  his  wounds.  "  Of£ 
scum  of  a  damned  sex !"  cried  he : 
"  Where  is  she,  whom  I  intrusted  to  thy 
care  ?" 
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"My  lord,"  answered  the  affrighted 
woman,  "  you  know  best.  You  terrified 
the  poor  young  creature.  You  forced 
yourself  into  her  litter,  and  can  you 
wonder  — " 

"  That  I  should  force  you  to  perdition ! 
—  execrable  witch,"  cried  he,  "  that 
knew  no  better  how  to  prepare  a  slave  to 
receive  her  lord !"  As  he  spoke,  he 
struck  her  again  ;  but  it  was  with  his 
gauntlet  hand,  and  the  eyes  of  the  unfor- 
tunate woman  opened  no  more.  The 
blow  fell  on  her  temple  ;  and  a  motion- 
less corpse  lay  before  him. 

"  My  wife  !"  cried  the  poor  Macgre- 
gor,  putting  his  trembling  arms  about  her 
neck  :  "  Oh,  my  lord,  how  have  I  de- 
served this  ?  You  have  slain  her  !" 

"  Suppose  I  have  !"  returned  the  chief 
with  a  cold  scorn  ;  "  she  was  old  and 
ugly  :  and  could  you  recover  Helen,  you 
should  cull  Hermitage,  for  a  substitute 
for  this  prating  beldam." 

Macgregor  made  no  reply,  but  feeling 
in  his  heart,  that  he  who  sows  the  windy 
will  reap  the  whirlwind ;  that  such  were 
the  rewards  of  villainy,  to  its  vile  instru- 
ments ;  he  could  not  but  say  to  himself, 
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"  I  have  deserved  it  of  my  God,  but  not 
of  thee  !" — and  sobbing  over  the  remains 
of  his  equally  criminal  wife,  by  the  assist- 
ance of  his  comrades  he  removed  her  from 
the  now  hated  presence  of  his  lord. 


CHAP.  XV. 

THE    HUT. 

MEANWHILE,  the  lady  Helen,  hardly  ra- 
tional from  the  horror  and  hope  that  agi- 
tated her,  extricated  herself  from  the 
dead  bodies ;  and  in  her  eagerness  to  es- 
cape, would  certainly  have  fallen  over 
the  precipice,  had  not  the  same  gallant 
arm  which  had  covered  her  persecutor 
with  wounds,  caught  her,  as  she  sprang 
from  the  litter.  "Fear  not,  madam," 
exclaimed  a  gentle  voice,  "  you  are  un- 
der the  protection  of  a  Scottish  knight." 
There  was  a  kindness  in  the  sound,  that 
seemed  to  proclaim  the  speaker  to  be  of 
her  own  kindred  ;  she  felt  as  if  suddenly 
rescued  by  a  brother  j  and  dropping  her 
head  on  his  bosom,  a  shower  of  grateful 
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tears  relieved  her  heart,  and  prevented 
her  fainting.     Aware  that  no  time  was  to 
be  lost ;  that  the  enemy  might  soon  be  on 
him  again,  he  clasped  her  in  his  arms ; 
and  with  the  activity  of  a  mountain  deer, 
crossed   two   rushing    streams ;  leaping 
from  rock  to  rock,  even  under  the  foam 
of  their  flood  :  and  then  treading,  with  a 
light  and  steady  step,  an  alpine  bridge  of 
one  single  tree,  which  arched  the  cataract 
below,   he   reached   the   opposite  side ; 
where,  spreading  his  plaid  upon  the  rock, 
he   laid   the  trembling  Helen  upon  it. 
Then  lightly  touching  his  bugle,  —  in  a 
moment  he  was  surrounded  by  a  number 
of  men,  whose  rough  gratulations  might 
have  re-awakened  the  alarm  of  Helen,  had 
she  not  still  heard  his  voice. — There  was 
graciousness,  and  balm-distilling  sweet- 
ness in  every  tone  ;  and  she  listened  in 
calm  expectation. 

He  directed  the  men  to  take  their  axes, 
and  cut  away,  on  their  side  of  the  fall,  the 
tree  which  arched  it.  It  was  probable 
the  villain  he  had  just  assailed,  or  his 
followers,  might  pursue  him ;  and  he 
thought  it  prudent  to  demolish  the 
bridge. 


THE    SCOTTISH    CHIEFS.  239 

The  men  obeyed  ;  and  the  warrior  re- 
turned to  his  fair  charge.  It  was  raining 
fast ;  and  fearful  of  farther  exposing  her 
to  the  inclemencies  of  the  night,  he  pro- 
posed leading  her  to  shelter.  "  There 
is  a  hermit's  cell  on  the  northern  side  of 
this  mountain.  —  I  will  conduct  you  thi- 
ther in  the  morning,  as  to  the  securest 
asylum  j  but  meanwhile"  we  must  seek  a 
nearer  shelter !" 

"Any  where,  Sir,  with  honour  my 
guide,"  answered  Helen  timidly. 

"  You  are  safe  with  me,  lady,"  re- 
turned he,  "  as  in  the  arms  of  the  Virgin. 
I  am  a  man  who  can  now  have  no  joy  in 
womankind,  but  when  as  a  brother  1  pro- 
tect them.  —  Whoever  you  are,  confide 
in  me,  and  you  shall  not  be  betrayed." 

Helen  confidently  gave  him  her  hand, 
and  strove  to  rise  ;  but  at  the  first  attempt 
the  shackles  pierced  her  ancles,  and  she 
sunk  again  to  the  ground.  —  The  cold 
iron  on  her  wrists,  touched  the  hand  of 
her  preserver.  He  now  recollected  his 
surprise  on  hearing  the  clank  of  chains, 
when  carrying  her  over  the  bridge :  — 
"  Who,"  inquired  he,  "  could  do  this 
unmanly  deed  ?" 
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"  The  wretch  from  whom  you  rescued 
me,  to  prevent  my  escape  from  a  capti- 
vity worse  than  death." 

While  she  spoke,  he  wrenched  open  the 
manacles  from  her  wrists  and  ancles,  and 
threw  them  over  the  precipice.  As  srje 
heard  them  dash  into  the  torrent,  an  un- 
utterable gratitude  filled  her  heart ;  and 
again  giving  her  hand  to  him,  to  lead  her 
forward,  she  said  with  earnestness,  "  O 
Sir,  if  you  have  a  wife  or  sister — should 
they  ever  fall  into  the  like  peril  with 
mine  ;  for  in  these  terrific  times,  who  is  se- 
cure? may  Heaven  reward  your  bravery, 
by  sending  them  such  a  preserver  !" 

The  stranger  sighed  deeply  : — "  Sweet 
lady,"  returned  he,  "  I  have  no  wife,  no 
sister.  —  But  my  kindred  is  nevertheless 
very  numerous,  and  I  thank  thee  for  thy 
prayer."  The  hero  sighed  profoundly 
again;  and  led  her  silently  down  the 
windings  of  the  declivity.  Having  pro- 
ceeded with  caution,  they  descended  into 
a  little  wooded  dell,  and  soon  approached 
the  half-standing  remains  of  what  had 
once  been  a  shepherd's  hut. 

"This,"  said  the  knight,  as  they  en- 
tered,  "  was  the  habitation  of  a  good  old 
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man,  who  fed  his  flock  on  these  moun- 
tains; but  a  band  of  Southron  soldiers 
forced  his  only  daughter  from  him  ;  and, 
plundering  his  little  abode,  drove  him  out 
upon  the  waste.  He  perished  the  same 
night  by  grief,  and  the  inclemencies  of 
the  weather.  His  son,  a  brave  youth, 
was  left  for  dead  by  his  sister's  ravishers  ; 
but  I  found  him  in  this  dreary  solitude  ; 
and  he  told  me  the  too  general  story,  of 
his  wounds  and  his  despair.  —  Indeed, 
lady,  when  I  heard  your  shrieks  from  the 
opposite  side  of  the  chasm,  I  thought 
they  might  proceed  from  this  poor  boy's 
sister,  and  I  flew  to  restore  them  to  each 
other." 

Helen  shuddered,  as  he  related  a  tale 
so  nearly  resembling  her  own  ;  and  trem- 
bling with  weakness,  and  horror  of  what 
might  have  been  her  fate,  had  she  not 
been  rescued  by  this  gallant  stranger,  she 
sunk  fainting  upon  the  turf.  The  chief 
still  held  her  hand  ;  and  alarmed  for  her 
state,  called  to  his  men  to  seek  fuel  to 
make  a  fire.  While  his  messengers  were 
exploring  the  crannies  of  the  rocks,  for 
dried  leaves  and  sticks,  Helen,  totally  ex- 
hausted, leaned  almost  motionless  against 
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the  wall  of  the  hut.  Finding  by  her 
shortening  breath,  that  she  was  fainting, 
the  knight  took  her  in  his  arms,  and  sup- 
porting her  on  his  breast,  chafed  her  cold 
hands  and  forehead.  His  efforts  were  vain  : 
she  seemed  to  have  ceased  to  breathe  ; 
hardly  a  pulse  moved  her  heart.—  Alarmed 
at  such  signs  of  death,  he  called  to  one 
of  the  men,  who  remained  in  the  outer 
chamber. 

The  man  answered  his  master's  inquiry, 
by  putting  a  flask  into  his  hand.  The 
knight  poured  some  of  its  contents  into 
her  mouth.  Her  streaming  locks  touched 
his  cheek.  "  Poor  lady  !"  said  he,  "she 
will  perish  in  these  forlorn  regions,  where 
neither  warmth  nor  nourishment  can  be 
found  !" 

To  his  glad  welcome,  several  of  his  men 
soon  after  entered  with  a  quantity  of  wi- 
thered boughs,  Which  they  had  found  in 
the  fissures  of  the  rock  at  some  distance. 
With  these  a  fire  was  speedily  kindled  ; 
and  its  blaze  diffusing  comfort  through 
the  chamber,  he  had  the  satisfaction  of 
hearing  a  sigh  from  the  breast  of  his 
charge.  Her  head  still  leaned  on  his  bo- 
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som,  when  she  opened  her  eyes.     The 
light  shone  full  oil  her  face. 

"  Lady,"  said  he,  "  are  you  revived  ?" 
Her  delicacy  started  at  the  situation  in 
which  she  found  herself,  and  raising  her- 
self, though  feebly,  she  thanked  him,  and 
requested  a  little  water.  It  was  given  to 
her.  She  drank  some  ;  and  looking  up, 
would  have  met  the  fixed  and  compas- 
sionate gaze  of  the  knight,  had  not  weak- 
ness cast  such  a  film  before  her  eyes  that 
she  scarcely  saw  any  thing.  Being  still 
languid,  she  leaned  her  head  on  the  turf 
seat.  —  Her  face  was  pale  as  marble,  and 
her  long  hair,  saturated  with  wet,  by  its 
darkness  made  her  look  of  a  more  deadly 
hue. 

"  Death!  how  lovely  canst  thou  be  !" 
sighed  the  knight  to  himself —  he  even 
groaned.  Helen  started,  and  looked 
around  her  with  alarm.  —  "  Fear  not," 
said  he,  "  I  only  dreaded  your  pale 
looks  :  but  you  revive,  and  will  yet  bless 
all  that  are  dear  to  you  ;  suffer  me,  sweet 
lady,  to  drain  the  wet  from  these 
tresses  ?"  —  He  took  hold  of  them  as  he 
spoke.  She  saw  the  water  running  from 
her  hair  over  his  hands,  and  allowing  him 
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to  wring  out  the  rain,  he  continued 
wiping  her  glossy  locks  with  his  scarf, 
till,  exhausted  by  fatigue,  she  gradually 
sunk  into  a  profound  sleep. 

Dawn  had  penetrated  the  ruined  walls 
of  the  hut,  before  Lady  Helen  awoke. 
But  when  she  did,  she  was  refreshed  ; 
and  opening  her  eyes  —  hardly  conscious 
where  she  was,  or  whether  all  that  floated 
in  her  memory  were  not  the  departing 
vapours  of  a  frightful  dream  —  she 
started,  and  fixed  them  upon  the  figure 
of  the  knight,  who  was  seated  near  her. 
His  noble  air,  and  the  pensive  expression 
of  his  fine  features,  struck  like  a  spell 
upon  her  gathering  recollections  ;'  she  at 
once  remembered  all  she  had  suffered, 
all  that  she  owed  to  him.  She  moved.  — 
Her  preserver  turned  his  eyes  towards 
her  :  seeing  she  was  awake,  he  rose  from 
the  side  of  the  dying  embers,  he  had 
sedulously  kept  alive  during  her  slumber, 
and  expressed  his  hopes  that  she  felt 
revived.  She  returned  him  a  grateful 
reply,  in  the  affirmative  ;  and  he  quitted 
her,  to  rouse  his  men  for  their  journey  to 
the  hermit's  cell. 

When  he  re-entered,  he  found  Helen 
20 
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braiding  up  the  fine  hair  which  had  so 
lately  been  scattered  by  the  rudeness  of 
man,  and  the  elements.  She  would  have 
risen  at  his  approach,  but  he  seated  him- 
self on  a  stone  at  her  feet.  "  We  shall 
be  detained  here  a  few  minutes  longer," 
said  he ;  "I  have  ordered  my  men  to 
make  a  litter  of  crossed  branches,  to  bear 
you  on  their  shoulders.  —  Your  delicate 
limbs  would  not  be  equal  to  the  toil  of 
descending  these  heights,  to  the  glen  of 
stones.  —  The  venerable  man  who  in- 
habits there,  will  protect  you,  until  he  can 
summon  your  family,  or  friends  to  receive 
his  charge." 

At  these  words,  which  Helen  thought 
were  meant  to  reprove  her  for  not  having 
revealed  herself  she  blushed  —  but  fear- 
ful  of  breathing  a  name  under  the  inter- 
dict of  the  English  governors,  and  which 
had  already  spread  devastation  over  all 
with  whom  it  had  been  connected;  fear- 
ful of  involving  her  preserver's  safety,  by 
making  him  aware  of  the  persecuted  crea- 
ture he  had  rescued ;  she  paused  for  a 
moment  ;  and  then  with  the  colour 
heightening  on  her  checks,  replied  : 
"  For  your  humanity,  brave  sir,  shewn 
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this  night  to  a  friendless  woman,  I  must 
be  ever  grateful ;  but  not  even  to  the 
hermit,  can  I  reveal  my  name.  It  is 
fraught  with  danger  to  every  honest 
Scot  who  should  know  that  he  protects 
one  who  bears  it ;  and  therefore,  least  of 
all,  noble  stranger,  would  I  breathe  it  to 
you."  She  averted  her  face,  to  conceal 
the  emotions  she  could  not  subdue. 

The  knight  looked  at  her  intensely, 
and  profoundly  sighed.  Half  her  un« 
braided  locks  lay  upon  her  bosom,  which 
now  heaved  with  suppressed  feelings; 
and  the  fast-falling  tears,  gliding  through 
her  long  eye-lashes,  dropped  upon  his 
hand  —  he  started,  and  tore  his  eyes  from 
her  countenance.  "  I  ask  not,  madam, 
to  know  what  you  think  proper  to  con- 
ceal. But  danger  has  no  alarms  for  me, 
when,  by  incurring  it,  I  serve  those  who 
need  a  protector." 

A  sudden  thought  flashed  across  her 
mind  :  might  it  not  be  possible  that  this 
tender  guardian  of  her  safety,  this  heroic 
profferer  of  service,  was  the  noble  Wai- 
lace  ?  But  the  vain  idea  fled.  He  was 
pent  up  amidst  the  beleaguered  defiles  of 
Cartlane  craigs,  sworn  to  extricate  the 
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helpless  families  of  his  followers,  or  to 
^perish  with  them.  —  This  knight  was  ac- 
companied by  none  but  men  :  and  his 
kind  eyes  shone  in  too  serene  a  lustre,  to 
be  the  mirrors  of  the  disturbed  soul  of 
the  suffering  chief  of  Ellerslie.  "  Ah, 
then,"  murmured  she  to  herself,  "  are 
there  two  men  in  Scotland,  who  will 
speak  thus!"  She  looked  up  in  his  face. 
The  plumes  of  his  bonnet  shaded  his 
features  :  but  she  saw  they  were  paler 
than  on  his  entrance,  and  a  strange  ex- 
pression- of  distraction  agitated  their  be- 
fore composed  lines.  His  eyes  were  bent 
to  the  ground  as  he  proceeded  :  — 

"  I  am  the  servant  of  my  fellow-crea- 
tures —  command  me,  and  my  few  faith- 
ful followers  ;  and  if  it  be  in  the  power 
of  such  small  means  to  succour  you,  or 
yours,  I  am  ready  to  answer  for  their 
obedience.  If  the  villain  from  whom  I 
had  the  happiness  to  release  you,  be  yet 
more  deeply  implicated  in  your  sorrows, 
tell  me  how  they  can  be  relieved,  and  I 
will  attempt  it.  I  shall  make  no  new 
enemies  by  the  deed,  for  the  Southrons 
and  1  are  at  eternal  enmity." 

Helen  could  not  withdraw  her  eyes 
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from  his  varying  countenance,  which, 
from  underneath  his  dark  plumes,  seemed 
like  a  portentous  cloud,  at  intervals  to 
emit  the  rays  of  the  cheering  sun,  or 
the  lightning  of  threatening  thunder. 
"  Alas !"  replied  she,  "  ill  should  I  re- 
pay such  nobleness,  were  I  to  involve  it 
in  the  calamities  of  my  house.  —  No, 
generous  stranger,  I  must  remain  un- 
known. Leave  me  with  the  hermit ;  and 
from  his  cell  I  will  send  to  some  relation, 
to  take  me  thence." 

"  I  urge  you  no  more,  gentle  lady  j" 
replied  the  knight,  rising ;  "  were  I  at 
the  head  of  an  army,  instead  of  a  hand- 
ful of  men,  I  might  then  have  a  better 
argument  for  offering  my  services  ;  but 
as  it  is,  I  feel  my  weakness,  and  seek  to 
know  no  further." 

Helen  trembled  with  unaccountable 
emotion  :  "  Were  you  at  the  head  of 
an  army,  I  might  then  dare  to  reveal  the 
full  weight  of  my  anxieties  ;  but  heaven 
3ias  already  been  sufficiently  gracious  to 
me  by  your  hands,  in  redeeming  me  from 
my  cruellest  enemy  :  and  for  the  rest,  I 
put  my  trust  in  the  same  over-ruling 
Providence."  At  this  moment  a  man 
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entered,  and  told  the  knight,  the  vehicle 
was  finished,  the  morning  fine,  and  his 
men  ready  to  march.  He  turned  to- 
wards Helen :  "  May  I  conduct  you  to 
the  rude  carriage  we  have  prepared  ?" 

Helen  gathered  her  mantle  about  her : 
and  the  knight  throwing  his  scarf  over 
her  head,  —  it  had  no  other  covering  — 
she  gave  him  her  hand,  and  he  led  her 
out  of  the  hut  to  the  side  of  the  bier.  It 
was  overlaid  with  the  men's  plaids.  The 
knight  placed  her  on  it;  and  the  carriers 
raising  it  on  their  shoulders,  her  deliverer 
led  the  way,  and  they  took  their  course 
down  the  mountain. 


CHAP.  XVI. 

THE  GLEN  OF  STONES. 

THEY  proceeded  in  silence  through  the 
curvings  of  the  dell,  till  it  opened  into  a 
hazardous  path  along  the  top  of  a  far  ex- 
tending cliff,  which  overhung  and  clasped 
in  the  western  side  of  a  deep  loch.  As 
they  mounted  the  pending  wall  of  this 
immense  amphitheatre,  Helen  watched 
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the  sublime  uprise  of  the  king  of  light, 
issuing  from  behind  the  opposite  citadel 
of  rocks,  and  borne  aloft  on  a  throne  of 
clouds  that  swam  in  floating  gold.  The 
herbage  on  the  cliffs  glittered  with  liquid 
emeralds,  as  his  beams  kissed  their  sum- 
mits ;  and  the  lake  beneath  sparkled  like 
a  sea  of  molten  diamonds.  All  nature 
seemed  to  rejoice  at  the  presence  of 
this  magnificent  emblem  of  the  Most 
High.  Helen's  heart  swelled  with  devo- 
tion, and  its  sacred  voice  breathed  from 
her  lips. 

«  Such,"  thought  she,  "  O  Sun,  art 
thou  !  —  The  resplendent  image  of  the 
Giver  of  all  Good.  Thy  cheering  beams, 
like  his  All-cheering  Spirit,  pervade  the 
soul,  and  drive  thence  the  despondency 
of  cold  and  darkness.  But,  bright  as 
thou  art,  how  does  the  similitude  fade 
before  god-like  man,  the  true  image  of 
his  Maker  !  How  far  do  his  protecting 
arms  extend  over  the  desolate !  How, 
mighty  is  the  power  of  his  benevolence, 
to  dispense  succour,  to  administer  conso- 
lation !" 

As  she  thus  mused,  her  eyes  fell  on  the 
noble  mien  of  the  knight,  who,  with  his 
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spear  in  his  hand,  and  wrapped  in  his 
dark  mantle  of  mingled  greens,  led  the 
way,  with  a  graceful,  but  rapid  step, 
along  the  shelving  declivity.  Turning 
suddenly  to  the  left,  he  struck  into  a 
defile  between  two  prodigious  craggy 
mountains ;  whose  brown  cheeks  trickling 
with  ten  thousand  rills,  seemed  to  weep 
over  the  deep  gloom  of  the  valley 
beneath.  Scattered*  fragments  of  rock, 
from  the  cliffs  above,  covered  with  their 
huge  and  almost  impassable  masses  the 
surface  of  the  ground.  Not  a  herb  was 
to  be  seen ;  all  was  black,  barren,  and 
terrific.  On  entering  this  horrid  pass, 
Helen  would  have  shuddered,  had  she 
not  placed  implicit  confidence  in  her 
conductor. 

As  they  advanced,  the  vale  gradually 
narrowed,  and  at  last  shut  them  within 
an  immense  chasm,  which  seemed  to  have 
been  cleft  at  its  towering  summit,  to  ad- 
mit a  few  beams  of  light  to  the  desert 
below.  A  dark  river  flowed  along,  amid 
which  the  bases  of  the  mountains  shewed 
their  union,  by  the  mingling  of  many  a 
rugged  cliff,  projecting  upwards,  in  a 
variety  of  strange  and  hideous  forms* 
M  6 
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The  men  who  carried  Helen,  with  some 
difficulty  found  a  safe  footing.  How- 
ever, after  frequent  rests,  and  unremitted 
caution,  they  at  last  extricated  them- 
selves from  the  most  intricate  path  j  and 
more  lightly  followed  their  chief,  into  a 
less  gloomy  part  of  this  chaos  of  nature. 
The  knight  stopped,  and  approaching  the 
bier,  told  Helen  they  had  arrived  at  the 
end  of  their  journey. 

«  In  the  heart  of  that  cliff,"  said  he, 
"  is  the  hermit's  cell ;  —  a  desolate 
shelter,  but  a  safe  one.  Old  age  and 
poverty,  hold  no  temptations  to  the  ene- 
mies of  Scotland." 

As  he  spoke,  the  venerable  man,  who 
had  heard  voices  beneath,  appeared  on 
the  rock  •,  and  while  his  tall  and  majestic 
figure,  clad  in  grey,  moved  forward,  and 
his  silver  beard  flowed  from  his  saintly 
countenance  upon  the  air,  he  seemed  the 
bard  of  Morven,  issuing  from  his  cave  of 
shells,  to  bid  a  hero's  welcome  to  the 
young  and  warlike  Oscar. 

".Bless  thee,  my  son,"  cried  he,  as  he 
descended,  "  what  good  or  evil  accident 
hath  returned  thee  so  soon  to  these  soli- 
J-udes  ?" 
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The  knight  briefly  related  the  circum- 
stances of  Helen's  rescue,  and  that  he 
had  brought  her  to  share  his  asylum. 

The  hermit  took  her  by  the  hand,  and 
graciously  promised  her  every  service  in 
his  power.  He  then  preceded  the 
knight,  whose  firmer  arm  supported  her 
up  the  rock,  to  the  outer  apartment  of 
the  cell. 

A  sacred  awe  struck  her,  as  she  entered 
this  place,  dedicated  wholly  to  God. 
She  bowed,  and  crossed  herself.  The 
hermit,  observing  her  devotion,  blessed 
her,  and  bade  her  welcome  to  the  abode 
of  peace. 

:  "  Here,  daughter,"  said  he,  "  has  one 
son  of  persecuted  Scotland  found  a  re- 
fuge. There  is  nought  alluring  in  these 
wilds,  to  attract  the  spoiler.  The  green 
herb  is  all  the  food  they  afford,  and  the 
limpid  water  their  best  beverage." 

"  Ah  !"  returned  Helen,  with  grateful 
animation,  "  would  to  Heaven,  that  all 
who  love  the  freedom  of  Scotland,  were 
now  within  this  glen  !  The  herb,  and  the 
stream,  would  be  luxuries,  when  tasted  in 
liberty  and  hope.  My  father,  his  friend, 
— "  she  stopped,  recollecting  that  she 
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had  almost  betrayed  the  secrecy  she 
meant  to  maintain,  and  looking  down, 
remained  in  confused  silence.  The 
knight  gazed  at  her ;  and  much  wished 
to  penetrate,  what  she  concealed  :  but 
delicacy  forbade  him  to  urge  her  again* 
He  spoke  not,  but  the  hermit,  ignorant  of 
her  reluctance  to  reveal  her  family,  re- 
sumed :  — 

"  I  do  not  wonder,  gentle  lady,  that 
you  speak  in  terms,  which  tell  me,  even 
your  tender  sex  feels  the  tyranny  of 
Edward.  Who,  in  Scotland,  is  exempt  ? 
The  whole  country  groans  beneath  his 
oppressions  :  and  the  cruelty  of  his  agents, 
make  its  rivulets  run  with  blood.  Six 
months  ago,  I  was  abbot  of  Scone.  Be- 
cause I  refused  to  betray  my  trust,  and 
resign  the  archives  of  the  kingdom, 
lodged  there  ;  Edward,  the  rebel-anoint- 
ed-of-the-Lord  !  the  profaner  of  the  sanc- 
tuary! sent  his  emissaries  to  sack  the 
convent ;  to  tear  the  holy  pillar  of  Jacob 
from  its  shrine ;  and  to  wrest  from  my 
grasp,  the  records  I  refused  to  deliver. 
All  was  done  as  the  usurper  commanded. 
Most  of  my  brethren  were  slain.  Myself, 
and  the  remainder,  were  turned  out  upon 
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the  waste.  We  retired  to  the  monastery 
of  Cambus-Kenneth:  — but  there,  oppres- 
sion found  us.  Cressingham,  having 
seized  on  other  religious  houses,  deter- 
mined  to  swell  his  hoards  with  the  plun- 
der of  this  also.  In  the  dead  of  night  the 
attack  was  made.  My  brethren  fled  5  I 
knew  not  whither  to  go.  But  determined 
to  fly  far  from  the  tracts  of  our  ravage rs, 
I  took  my  course  over  the  hills  ;  and  find- 
ing the  valley  of  stones  fit  for  my  pur- 
pose, for  two  months  have  lived  alone  in 
this  wilderness." 

"  Unhappy  Scotland !"  ejaculated 
Helen.  Her  eyes  had  followed  the 
chief,  who,  during  this  narrative,  leaned 
thoughtfully  against  the  entrance  of  the 
cave.  His  eyes  were  cast  upwards,  with 
an  expression  that  made  her  heart  vi- 
brate the  exclamation  which  had  escaped 
her.  The  knight  turned,  and  approached 
her  :  "  You  hear  from  the  lips  of  my 
venerable  friend,"  said  he,  "a  direful 
story:  happy  then  am  I,  gentle  lady, 
Jjiat  you  and  he  have  found  a  refuge, 
though  a  rough  one.  I  must  now  tear 
myself  from  this  tranquillity,  to  seek 
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scenes  more  befitting  a  younger  son  of 
the  country  he  deplores." 

Helen  felt  unable  to  answer.  But  the 
abbot  spoke  :  "  And  am  I  not  to  see  you 
again  ?" 

"  That  is  as  heaven  wills,"  replied  he  ; 
"  but  as  it  is  unlikely  on  this  side  the 
grave,  my  best  pledge  of  friendship  is  this 
lady.  To  you  she  may  reveal,  what  she 
has  withheld  from  me;  but  in  either  case, 
she  is  secure  in  your  goodness." 

"  Rely  on  my  faith,  my  son  ;  and  may 
the  Almighty's  shield  hang  on  vour 
steps  !" 

The  knight  turned  to  Helen  :  "  Fare- 
well, sweet  lady !"  said  he.  She  trem- 
bled at  the  words,  and  hardly  conscious 
of  what  she  did,  held  out  her  hand  to  him. 
He  took  it,  and  drew  it  towards  his  lips, 
but  checking  himself,  he  only  pressed  it, 
while  in  a  mournful  voice  he  added,  "  In 
your  prayer,  sometimes  remember  the 
most  desolate  of  men  !" 

A  mist  seemed  to  pass  over  the  eyes  of 
Lady  Helen.     She  felt  as  if  on  the  point 
of  losing  something  most  precious  to  her: 
«  My  prayers  for  my  own  preserver,  and 
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for  my  father's,"  cried  she,  in  an  agitated 
voice,  "  shall  ever  be  mingled.  And,  if 
ever  it  be  safe  to  remember  me  —  should 
Heaven  indeed  arm  the  patriot9  s  hand  — 
then  my  father  may  be  proud  to  know 
and  to  thank  the  brave  deliverer  of  his 
child." 

The  knight  paused,  and  looked  with 
animation  upon  her  :  "  Then  your  father 
is  in  arms,  and  against  the  tyrant  !  —  Tell 
ine  where,  and  you  see  before  you  a  man 
who  is  ready  to  join  him,  and  to  lay  down 
his  life  in  the  just  cause  !" 

At  this  vehement  declaration,  Lady 
Helen's  full  heart  overflowed,  and  she 
burst  into  tears.  He  drew  towards  her, 
and  in  a  moderated  voice  continued  : 
"  My  men,  though  few,  are  brave.  They 
are  devoted  to  their  country,  and  are  wil- 
ling for  her  sake  to  follow  me  to  victory 
or  death.  As  I  am  a  knight,  I  am  sworn 
to  defend  the  cause  of  right  j  and  where 
shall  I  so  justly  find  it,  as  on  the  side  of 
bleeding,  wasted  Scotland  ?  How  shall 
I  so  well  begin  my  career,  as  in  the  de- 
fence of  her  injured  sons  ?  —  Speak,  gen- 
tle lady  !  trust  me  with  your  noble  fa- 
ther's name,  and  he  shall  not  have  cause 
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to  blame  the  confidence  you  repose  in  a 
true  though  wandering  Scot !" 

**  My  father,"  replied  Helen,  weeping 
afresh,  "  is  not  where  your  generous  ser- 
vices can  reach  him.  Two  brave  chiefs, 
one  a  kinsman  of  my  own,  and  the  other 
his  friend,  are  now  colleagued  to  free 
him.  If  they  fail,  my  whole  house  falls 
in  blood !  and  to  add  another  victim  to 
the  destiny,  which  in  that  case  will  over- 
whelm me  —  the  thought  is  beyond  my 
strength  — "  Faint  with  agitation,  and 
the  horrible  images,  which  re-awakened 
her  direst  fears,  she  stopped ;  and  then 
added  in  a  suppressed  voice  —  "  Fare- 
well !" 

"  Not  till  you  hear  me  further,"  re- 
plied he  :  "I  repeat,  I  have  now  a  scanty 
number  of  followers  ;  but  I  leave  these 
mountains  to  gather  more.  Tell  me  then, 
where  I  may  join  these  chiefs  you  speak 
of:  give  me  a  pledge  that  I  come  from 
you  ;  and,  whoever  may  be  your  father, 
as  he  is  a  true  Scot,  I  will  compass  his  re- 
lease, or  perish  in  the  attempt." 

"  Alas  !  generous  stranger,"  cried  she, 
"  to  what  would  you  persuade  me  ?  You 
know  not  the  peril  that  you  ask!" 
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"  Nothing  is  perilous  to  me,"  replied 
he,  with  a  heroic  smile,  "  that  is  to  serve 
my  country.  I  have  no  interest,  no  joy, 
but  in  her.  Give  me  then  the  only 
happiness  of  which  I  am  now  capable, 
and  send  me  to  serve  her,  by  freeing  one 
of  her  defenders !" 

Helen  hesitated.  The  tumult  of  her 
mind  dried  her  tears.  She  looked  up, 
with  all  these  inward  agitations  painted 
on  her  cheeks.  His  beaming  eyes  were 
full  of  patriotic  ardour ;  and  his  fine 
countenance,  composed  into  a  heavenly 
calmness  by  the  sublime  sentiments  which 
occupied  his  soul,  made  him  appear  to 
her  not  as  a  man,  but  as  a  god. 

"  Fear  not,  lady,"  said  the  hermit, 
"  that  you  plunge  your  deliverer  into  any 
extraordinary  danger,  by  involving  him 
in  what  you  might  call  rebellion  against 
the  usurper.  He  is  already  a  proscribed 


man." 


"Proscribed!"  repeated  she, "wretched 
indeed  is  my  country,  when  her  noblest 
spirits  are  denied  the  right  to  live  !  When 
every  step  they  take,  to  regain  what  has 
been  torn  from  them,  only  involves  them 
in  deeper  ruin !" 


260  THE    SCOTTISH    CHIEFS. 

«  No  country  is  wretched,  sweet  lady," 
returned  the  knight,  "  till,  by  a  dastardly 
acquiescence,  it  consents  to  its  own  sla- 
very. Bonds,  and  death,  are  the  utmost 
of  our  enemy's  malice ;  the  one  is  beyond 
their  power  to  inflict,  when  a  man  is  de- 
termined to  die  or  to  live  free  ;  and  for 
the  other,  which  of  us  will  think  that 
ruin,  which  leads  to  the  blessed  freedom 
of  paradise  ?" 

Helen  looked  on  the  chief,  as  she  used 
to  look  on  her  cousin,  when  expressions 
of  virtuous  enthusiasm  burst  from  his  lips ; 
but  now  it  was  rather  with  the  gaze  of 
admiring  awe,  than  the  exultation  of  one 
youthful  mind  sympathizing  with  ano- 
ther :  —  "  You  would  teach  confidence 
to  despair  herself,"  returned  she;  "  again 
I  hope  — -  for  God  does  not  create  in 
vain !  You  shall  know  my  father ;  but 
first,  generous  stranger,  let  me  apprize 
you  of  every  danger  with  which  that 
knowledge  is  surrounded.  He  is  hemmed 
in  by  enemies  :  —  Alas,  how  closely  are 
they  connected  with  him  !  — not  the  Eng- 
lish only,  but  the  most  powerful  of  his 
own  countrymen,  are  leagued  against 
him.  They  sold  my  father  to  captivity, 
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and,  perhaps,  death  ;  and  I,  wretched  I, 
was  the  price.  To  free  him,  thec-noblest 
of  Scottish  knights  is  now  engaged  ;  but 
such  hosts  impede  him,  that  hope  hardly 
dares  hover  over  his  tremendous  path." 

"  Then,"  cried  the  stranger,  "  let  my 
arm  be  second  to  his,  in  the  great  achieve- 
ment. My  heart  yearns  to  meet  a  bro- 
ther in  arms,  who  feels  for  Scotland  what 
I  do  ;  and  with  such  a  coadjutor,  I  dare 
promise  your  father  liberty  ;  and,  that 
the  power  of  England  shall  be  shaken." 

Helen's  heart  beat  violently,  at  these 
words.  "  I  would  not  defer  the  union  of 
two  scich  minds  —  go  then  to  the  Cart- 
lane  craigs  -  But,  alas  !  how  can  I  di- 
rect you  ?"  cried  she,  "  the  passes  are 
beset  with  English  ;  and  I  know  not  whe- 
ther at  this  moment  the  brave  Wallace 
survives,  to  be  again  the  deliverer  of  my 
father  !" 

Helen  paused.  The  recollection  of  all 
that  Wallace  had  suffered  for  the  sake  of 
her  father,  and  of  the  mortal  extremity  in 
which  Ker  left  him,  rose  like  a  dreadful 
train  of  apparitions  before,  her.  -A  pale 
horror  overspread  her  countenance,  and 
lost  in  these  remembrances,  she  did  not 
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remark  the  start,  and  rushing  colour  of 
the  knight,  as  she  pronounced  the  name 
of  Wallace. 

"  If  Wallace  ever  had  the  happiness  of 
serving  any  who  belonged  to  you,"  re- 
turned the  knight,  "  he  has  at  least  one 
source  of  pleasure,  in  that  remembrance. 
Tell  me  what  he  can  farther  do  ?  Only 
say,  where  is  that  father  whom  you  say  he 
once  preserved,  and  I  will  hasten  to  yield 
my  feeble  aid  to  repeat  the  service  !" 

"  Alas  !"  replied  Helen,  "  I  cannot 
but  repeat  my  fears,  that  the  bravest  of 
men  no  longer  exists.  Two  days  before 
I  was  betrayed  into  the  hands  of  the 
traitor  from  whom  you  rescued  me,  a 
messenger  from  Cartlane  craigs  informed 
my  'cousin,  that  the  gallant  Wallace  was 
surrounded  j  and  if  my  father  did  not  send 
forces  to  relieve  him,  he  niust  inevitably 
perish.  No  forces  could  my  father  send  ; 
he  was  then  made  a  prisoner  by  the  Eng- 
lish ;  his  retainers  shared  the  same  fate, 
and  none  but  my  cousin  escaped,  to  ac- 
company the  honest  Scot  back  to  his 
master.  .  My  cousin  set  forth  with  a  few 
followers  to  join  him  —  a  few  against 
thousands." 
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"  They  are  in  arms  for  their  country, 
lady,"  returned  the  knight  ;  "  and  a 
thousand  invisible  angels  guard  them  : 
fear  not  for  them  !  But  for  your  father  5 
name  to  me  the  place  of  his  confinement, 
and  as  I  have  not  the  besiegers  of  Cart- 
lane  craigs  to  encounter,  I  engage,  with 
God's  help,  and  the  arms  of  my  men, 
(who  never  yet  shrunk  from  sword  or 
spear,)  to  set  the  brave  Earl  free  !" 

"  How  V  exclaimed  Helen,  remem- 
bering that  she  had  not  yet  mentioned 
her  father's  rank,  and  gazing  at  him 
with  astonishment,  "  Do  you  know  his 
name  —  is  the  misfortune  of  my  father 
already  so  far  spead  ?" 

"  Rather  say  his  virtue,  lady,"  answer- 
ed the  knight  ;  "  no  man  who  watches 
over  the  destiny  of  our  devoted  country, 
can  be  ignorant  of  her  friends,  or  of  the 
sufferers  who  bear  for  her  sake.  I  know 
that  the  Earl  of  Mar  has  made  himself  a 
generous  sacrifice,  but  I  am  yet  to  learn 
the  circumstances  from  you.  Speak  with- 
out reserve,  that  I  may  seek  the  accom- 
plishment of  my  vow,  and  restore  to 
Scotland  its  best  friend  !" 


THE    SCOTTISH    CHIEFS. 

"  Thou  brother  in  heart  to  the  gene- 
rous Wallace  ?"  exclaimed  Lady  Helen, 
"  my  voice  is  feeble  to  thank  thee." 
The  hermit,  who  had  listened  in  silent 
interest,  now  fearing  the  consequence  of 
so  much  emotion,  presented  her  with  a 
cup  of  water  and  a  little  fruit,  to  refresh 
herself,  before  she  satisfied  the  inquiries  of 
the  knight.  She  put  the  cup  to  her  lips, 
to  gratify  the  benevolence  of  her  host  ; 
but  her  anxious  spirit  was  too  much  oc- 
cupied in  the  concerns  dearest  to  her 
heart,  to  feel  the  wants  of  the  body ;  and 
turning  to  the  knight,  she  briefly  related 
what  had  been  the  design  of  her  father 
with  regard  to  Sir  William  Wallace  ;  how 
he  had  been  seized  at  Bothwell,  and  sent 
with  his  family  a  prisoner  to  Dumbarton 
castle. 

"  Proceed  then  thither,"  continued 
she.  "  If  Heaven  have  yet  spared  the 
lives  of  Wallace,  and  my  cousin  Murray, 
you  will  meet  them  before  its  walls. 
Meanwhile,  I  shall  seek  the  protection 
of  my  father's  sister,  and  in  her  castle 
near  the  Forth,  abide  in  safety.  But, 
noble  stranger,  one  bond  I  must  lay  upon 
you :  should  you  come  up  with  my  cou- 


THE    SCOTTISH    CHIEFS.  265 

sin,  do  not  discover  that  you  have  met 
with  me.  He  is  precipitate  in  resent- 
ment ;  and  his  hatred  is  so  hot  against 
Soulis,  my  betrayer,  that  should  he  know 
the  outrage  1  have  sustained,  he  would, 
I  fear,  run  himself  and  the  general  cause 
into  great  danger,  by  seeking  an  imme- 
diate revenge." 

The  stranger  readily  passed  his  word 
to  Helen,  that  he  would  never  mention 
her  name  to  any  of  her  family,  until  she 
herself  should  give  him  leave.  "  But 
when  your  father  is  restored  *  to  his 
rights,"  continued  he,  "  in  his  presence 
I  hope  to  claim  my  acquaintance  with 
his  lovely  daughter." 

Helen  blushed  at  this  compliment :  — 
it  was  not  more  than  any  man  in  his  situa- 
tion might  have  said,  but  it  confused 
her  ;  and  hardly  knowing  what  were  her 
thoughts,  she  answered  — "  His  personal 
freedom  maybe  effected  ;  and  God  grant 
such  reward  to  your  prowess  !  —  But  his 
other  rights ;  what  can  recover  them  ? 
His  estates  sequestrated,  his  vassals  in 
bonds ;  all  power  of  the  Earl  of  Mar  will 
be  annihilated ;  and  from  some  obscure 
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refuge  like  this,  must  he  utter  his  thanks 
to  his  daughter's  preserver*?1 

"Not  so,  lady,"  replied  he;  "the 
sword  is  now  raised  in  Scotland,  that  can- 
not be  laid  down,  till  it  bebroken,  or  have 
conquered.  All  have  suffered  by  Ed- 
ward :  the  powerful,  banished  into  other 
countries,  that  their  wealth  might  reward 
foreign  mercenaries  j  the  poor,  driven 
into  the  waste,  that  the  meanest  South* 
ron  might  share  the  spoil!  Where  all 
have  suffered,  all  must  be  ready  to  re* 
venge  ;  and  when  a  whole  people  take  up 
arms  to  regain  their  rights,  what  force 
can  prevent  restitution  ?" 

"  So  I  felt,"  returned  Helen,  "  while 
I  had  not  yet  seen  the  horrors  of  the  con- 
test  While  my  father  commanded  in 
Both  well  castle,  and  was  sending  out 
auxiliaries  to  the  patriot  chief,  I  too  felt 
nothing  but  the  inspiration  which  led 
them  on,  and  saw  nothing  but  the  victory 
which  must  crown  so  just  a  cause.  But 
now,  when  all  whom  my  father  com- 
manded, are  slain  or  carried  away  by  the 
enemy  ;  when  he  is  himself  a  prisoner, 
and  awaiting  the  sentence  of  the  tyrant 


THE    SCOTTISH    CHIEFS.  267 

he  opposed  j  when  the  gallant  Wallace, 
instead  of  being  able  to  hasten  to  his 
rescue,  is  besieged  by  a  numberless  host ; 

—  hope   almost   dies  within  me,  and  I 
fear,  that  whoever  may  be  fated  to  free 
Scotland,   my  beloved  father  and  those 
belonging  to  him,  are  first  to  be  made  a 
sacrifice.5* 

She  turned  pale  as  she  spoke ;  and  the 
stranger  resumed :  "  No,  lady ;  if  there  be 
that  virtue  in  Scotland,  which  can  alone 
deserve  freedom,  it  will  be  achieved.  I  am 
an  inconsiderable  man :  but  relying  on  the 
God  of  Justice,  I  promise  you  your  father's 
liberty !  and  let  his  freedom  be  a  pledge 
to  you,  for  that  of  your  country.  I  now 
go  to  rouse  a  few  brave  spirits  to  arms. 

—  Remember,  the  battle  is  not  to  the 
strong,    nor   victory  with   a  multitude 
of  hosts !    The  banner  (<)  of  St.  Andrew 
was  once  held  from  the  heavens  over  a 
little  band  of  Scots,  while   they  discom- 
fited a  thousand  enemies  — ••  the  same  arm 
leads  me  on  :  —  and,  if  need   be,  I    de- 
spair not  to  see  it  again,  like  the  flaming 
pillar  before  the    Israelites,  consuming 
the  enemies  of  liberty,  even  in  the  ful- 
ness of  their  might." 

N   2 
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While  he  yet  spoke,  the  hermit  re-en- 
tered from  the  inner  cell,  supporting 
a  youth  on  his  arm.  At  sight  of  the 
knight,  who  held  out  his  hand  to  him, 
he  dropped  on  his  knees,  and  burst  into 
tears.  "  Do  you  then  leave  me  ?"  cried 
he!  "  am  I  not  to  serve  my  preserver  ?" 

Helen  rose  in  undescribable  agitation  : 
there  was  something  in  the  feelings  of 
the  boy,  that  was  infectious ;  and  while 
her  own  heart  beat  violently,  she  looked 
first  on  his  emaciated  figure,  and  then  at 
the  noble  contour  of  the  knight,  where 
every  god  had  set  his  seal.  His  beaming 
eyes  seemed  the  very  fountains  of  con- 
solation ;  his  cheek  was  bright  with 
generous  emotions ;  and  turning  from 
the  suppliant  boy  to  Helen,  she  advanced 
a  few  paces  towards  him. 

"  Rise,"  said  he  to  the  youth,  "  and 
behold  in  this  lady  the  object  of  the  ser- 
vice to  which  I  appoint  you.  —  You  will 
soon,  I  hope,  be  sufficiently  recovered  to 
attend  upon  her  wishes  as  you  would 
upon  mine.  —  Be  her  servant,  and  her 
guard;  and  when  we  meet  again,  as 
she  will  then  be  under  the  protection  of 
her  father,  if  you  do  not  prefer  so  gentle 
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a  service  before  the  rougher  one  of  war, 
I  will  resume  you  to  myself." 

The  young  man,  who  had  obeyed  the 
knight,  and  arisen,  bowed  respectfully ; 
and  Helen,  uttering  some  incoherent 
words  of  thanks,  to  hide  her  increasing 
agitation,  turned  away.  The  hermit  ex- 
claimed,  "Again,  my  son,  I  beseech 
Heaven  to  bless  thee !" 

"And  may  its  guardian  care  protect 
all  here!"  returned  the  knight.  Helen 
looked  up  to  bid  him  a  last  farewell  — 
but  he  was  gone.  The  hermit  had  left 
the  cell  with  him,  and  the  youth  also 
had  disappeared  into  the  inner  cave. 
Being  left  alone,  she  threw  herself  down 
before  the  altar,  and  giving  way  to  a 
burst  of  tears,  inwardly  implored  Hea- 
ven to  protect  the  knight's  life,  and  by 
his  means  to  grant  safety  to  Wallace, 
and  freedom  to  her  father  ! 

As  she  prayed,  her  agitation  subsided, 
and  a  holy  confidence  elevating  her 
mind,  she  remained  in  an  ecstasy  of 
hope,  till  a  solemn  voice  from  behind, 
aroused  her  from  this  happy  trance. 

"  Blessed  are   they  which   put    their 
trust  in  God !" 

N  3 
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(§he  :9t$rt$d  up,  #nd  perceived  the  hen- 
mit  5  who,  oij  entering,  had  observed  her 
(Jeyoiii  position,  and  a  spontaneous  befie- 
diction  broke  from  bis  lips  :  —  "  Daugh^ 
ter,"  said  he,  leading  her  to  a  seat  j 
V  this  hero  will  prevail  -9  for  the  power 
before  whose  .altar  you  have  just  knelt, 
has  declared,  My  might  is  with  them  who 
obey  my  laws,  and  put  their  trust  in  me  / 
You  speak  highly  of  the  young  and  va- 
liant Sir  William  Wallace,  but  I  cannot 
conceive  that  he  can  be  better  formed 
for  great  and  heroic  deeds  than  this  chief* 
Suppose  them,  then,  to  be  equal  ;  when 
they  have  met,  with  two  such  leaders, 
what  may  not  a  few  determined  Scots 
perform  ?'* 

Helen  sympathised  with  the  cheering 
prognostications  of  the  hermit  ;  and  wish- 
ing  to  learn  the  name  of  this  rival  of  a 
character  she  had  regarded  as  unparal- 
leled, she  asked  with  a  blush,  by  what 
title  she  must  call  the  knight  who  had 
undertaken  so  hazardous  an  enterprise 
for  her. 


THE   SCOTTISH   CHIEFS. 

CHAP,  XVIL 

THE  HERMIT'S  CELL* 

«  I  KNOW  not,"  returned  the  hermit ; 
"  I  never  saw  your  gallant  deliverer  be- 
fore yesterday  morning.  Roused  from 
my  orisons  by  a  sudden  noise,  I  beheld  a 
d-eer  rush  down  the  precipice,  and  fall 
headlong.  As  he  lay  struggling  amongst 
the  stones  at  the  entrance  of  my  cave,  I 
just  observed  an  arrow  in  his  side,  when 
a  shout  issued  from  the  rocks  above, 
and  looking  up,  I  beheld  a  young  war- 
rior,  with  a  bow  in  his  hand,  leaping  from 
cliff  to  cliff,  till  springing  from  a  high  pro- 
jection on  the  right,  he  lit  at  once  at 
the  head  of  the  wounded  deer- 

"  Seeing  by  his  bonnet  and  plaid  that 
he  was  a  Scot,  I  emerged  from  the  recess 
that  concealed  me,  and  addressed  him 
with  the  benediction  of  the  morning. 
His  followers  immediately  appeared,  and 
with  a  stroke  of  their  broad  swords  slew 
the  animal.  —  The  chief  left  them  to 
dress  it  for  their  own  refreshment ;  and 
on  my  invitation,  entered  the  cell  to 
share  a  hermit's  fare. 

N  4 
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"  I  told  him  who  I  was,  and  what  had 
driven  me  to  this  seclusion.  In  return, 
he  informed  me  of  a  design  he  had 
conceived,  to  stimulate  the  surrounding 
chiefs  to  some  exertions  for  their  coun- 
try :  but  as  he  never  mentioned  his  name, 
I  concluded  he  wished  it  to  remain  un- 
revealed,  and  therefore  I  forbore  to  in- 
quire it.  I  imparted  to  him  my  doubts 
of  the  possibility  of  any  single  individual 
being  able  to  arouse  the  slumbering  cou- 
rage of  this  country  ;  but  his  language 
soon  filled  me  with  other  thoughts.  The 
arguments  he  means  to  use  are  few  and 
conclusive.  They  are  these  : — the  perfidy 
of  King  Edward ;  who,  deemed  a  prince 
of  high  honour,  had  been  chosen  umpire 
in  the  cause  of  Bruce  and  Baliol.  He 
accepted  the  task,  in  the  character  of 
a  friend  to  Scotland  ;  but  no  sooner  was 
he  advanced  into  the  heart  of  our  king- 
dom, and  at  the  head  of  the  large  army 
he  had  treacherously  introduced  as  a 
mere  appendage  of  state,  than  he  de- 
clared the  act  of  judgment,  was  his 
right  as  liege  lord  of  the  realm  !  This 
falsehood,  which  the  testimony  of  men,, 
and  our  records,  disproved  at  the  outset* 
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was  not  his  only  baseness:  he  bought 
the  conscience  of  Baliol,  and  adjudged 
to  him  the  throne.  The  recreant  prince 
acknowledged  him  his  master  5  and  in 
that  degrading  ceremony  of  homage,  he 
was  followed  by  almost  all  the  Scottish 
lords.  But  this  vile  yielding,  did  not 
purchase  them  peace :  Edward  demanded 
oppressive  services  from  the  King,  and 
the  castles  of  the  nobility  to  be  re- 
signed to  English  governors.  These  re- 
quisitions being  remonstrated  against  by 
a  few  of  our  boldest  chiefs,  (amongst 
whom,  your  illustrious  father,  gen  tie  lady, 
stood  the  most  conspicuous ;)  the  tyrant 
repeated  them  with  additional  demands  ; 
and  prepared  to  resent  the  appeal,  on  the 
whole  nation. 

"  Three  months  have  hardly  elapsed, 
since  the  fatal  battle  of  Dunbar ;  where, 
indignant  at  the  accumulated  outrages 
committed  on  their  passive  monarch,  our 
irritated  nobles  at  last  rose,  too  late,  to  as- 
sert their  rights :  but  one  defeat  drove 
them  to  despair.  Baliol  was  taken,  and 
themselves  obliged  to  again  swear  fealty  to 
their  enemy.  Then  came  the  seizure  of 
the  treasures  of  our  monasteries,  the 
N  5 
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burning  of  the  national  records,  the 
sequestration  of  our  property,  the  banish- 
ment of  our  chiefs,  the  violation  of  our 
women,  and  the  slavery  or  murder  of 
the  poor  people  yoked  to  the  land. 
The  storm  of  desolation  thus  raging  over 
our  country  ;  how  (cried  the  young  war- 
rior to  me)  can  any  of  her  sons  shrink 
from  the  glory  of  again  attempting  her 
restoration  /"  He  then  informed  me,  that 
Earl  de  Warenne,  (whom  Edward  had 
left  lord  warden  of  Scotland,)  was  ill, 
and  retired  to  London,  leaving  Aymer 
de  Valence  to  be  his  deputy.  To  this 
new  tyrant,  De  Warenne  has  lately  sent 
a  host  of  mercenaries,  to  hold  the  south 
of  Scotland  in  subjection  ;  and  to  re- 
inforce Cressingham  and  Ormsby,  two 
plunderers,  who  command  northwards, 
from  Stirling,  to  the  shores  of  Sutherland. 
"With  these  representations  of  the 
conduct  of  our  oppressors,  the  brave 
knight  demonstrated  the  facility  with 
which  invaders,  drunk  with  power,  and 
gorged  with  rapine,  could  be  vanquished 
by  a  resolute  and  hardy  people.  The 
absepce  of  .Edward,  who  is  now  abroad, 
increases  the  probability  of  success.  The 
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knight's  design  is,  to  infuse  his  own  spirit 
into  the  bosoms  of  the  chiefs  in  this  part 
of  the  kingdom.  By  their  assistance,  to 
seize  the  fortresses  in  the  lowlands,  and 
so  form  a  chain  of  repulsion  against  the 
admission  of  fresh  troops  from  England. 
Then,  while  other  chiefs  (to  whom  Jhe 
means  to  apply)  rise  in  the  Highlands, 
the  Southron  garrisons  there,  being  un- 
supported by  supplies,  must  become  an 
easy  prey  j  and  would  yield  men  of  conse- 
quence, to  be  exchanged  for  our  coun- 
trymen, nOw  prisoners  in  England.  For 
the  present,  he  wishes  to  be  furnished 
with  troops  merely  enough  to  take  some 
castle,  of  power  sufficient  to  give  con- 
fidence to  his  friends.  On  his  becoming 
master  of  such  a  place,  it  should  be  the 
signal  for  all  to  declare  themselves  ;  and, 
rising  at  once,  overwhelm  Edward's 
garrisons  in  every  part  of  Scotland. 

"  This  is  the  knight's  plan  ;  and  for 
your  sake,  as  well  as  for  the  cause,  I 
hope  the  first  fortress  he  gains  may  be 
that  of  Dumbarton  :  it  has  always  been 
considered  the  key  of  the  country." 

"  May  Heaven  grant  it,  holy  father," 
returned  Helen  j  "  and,  whoever  this 
N  6 
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knight  may  be,  I  pray  the  blessed  Saint 
Andrew  to  guide  his  arms !" 

"  If  I  may  venture  to  guess  who  he 
is,"  replied  the  hermit,  "  I  would  say, 
that  noble  brow  was  formed  some  day  to 


wear  a  crown." 


"  What,"  cried  Helen,  starting,  "  you 
think  this  knight  is  the  royal  Bruce  ?" 

"  I  am  at  a  loss  what  to  think,"  replied 
the  hermit;  "he  has  a  most  princely 
air ;  and  there  is  such  an  overflowing  of 
soul  towards  his  country,  when  he  speaks 

of  it,  that such  love  can  spring  from 

no  other,  than  the  royal  heart,  created  to 
foster  and  to  bless  it." 

"  But  is  he  not  too  young  ?"  inquired 
Helen.  "  I  have  heard  my  father  say,  that 
Bruce,  Lord  of  Annandale,  the  opponent 
of  Baliol  for  the  crown,  was  much  his  se- 
nior ;  and  that  his  son,  the  Earl  of  Car- 
rick,  must  be  now  fifty  years  of  age. 
This  knight,  if  I  am  any  judge  of  looks, 
cannot  be  twenty-five. " 

"  True,"  answered  the  hermit ;  "  and 
yet  he  may  be  a  Bruce.  —  For  it  is  nei- 
ther of  the  two  you  have  mentioned,  that 
I  mean;  but  the  grandson  of  the  one, 
and  the  son  of  the  other.  You  may  see 
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by  this  silver  beard,  lady,  that  the  winter 
of  my  life  is  far  spent.  The  elder  Bruce, 
Robert,  Lord  of  Annandale,  was  my  con- 
temporary ;  we  were  boys  together,  and 
educated  at  the  same  college  in  Icolm- 
kill.  He  was  brave,  and  passed  his  man- 
hood in  visiting  different  courts  ;  at  last, 
marrying  a  lady  of  the  princely  house  of 
Clare,  he  took  her  to  France,  and  there 
left  his  only  son  to  be  brought  up  under 
the  renowned  Saint  Lewis.  —  Young 
Robert  took  the  cross,  white  quite  a 
youth  ;  and  carrying  the  banner  of  the 
holy  King  of  France  to  the  Plains  of  Pa- 
lestine, covered  himself  with  glory.  In 
storming  a  Saracen  fortress,  he  rescued 
the  person  of  Prince  Edward  of  England : 
—  The  horrible  tyrant,  who  now  tram- 
ples on  all  laws  human  and  divine,  was 
then  in  the  bloom  of  youth,  defending 
the  cause  of  Christianity !  Think  on  that, 
sweet  lady,  and  marvel  at  the  changing 
power  of  ambition ! 

"  From  that  hour,  a  strict  friendship 
subsisted  between  the  two  young  cru- 
saders :  and  when  Edward  mounted  the 
throne  of  England,  he  being  then  the 
ally  of  Scotland,  the  Earl  of  Annandale, 
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to  please  his  wife  and  his  son,  took  up 
his  residence  at  the  English  court.  When 
the  male  issue  of  David  failed  in  the  un- 
timely death  of  our  Alexander  III.  then 
came  the  contention  between  Bruce  and 
Baliol  for  the  vacant  crown.  Our  most 
venerable  chiefs,  the  guardians  of  our 
laws,  and  the  witnesses  of  the  parlia- 
mentary settlement  which  had  been  made 
on  the  house  of  Bruce  during  the  reign 
of  the  late  King,  all  declared  for  Lord 
Annandale.  He  was  not  only  the  male 
heir  in  propinquity  of  blood,  but  his  ex- 
perienced years,  and  known  virtues, 
made  all  eager  to  place  him  on  the 
throne. 

"  Meanwhile  Edward,  forgetting  friend- 
ship to  his  friend,  and  fidelity  to  a  faith- 
ful ally,  was  undermining  the  interest  of 
Bruce,  and  the  peace  of  the  kingdom. 
Inferior  rivals  to  our  favourite  prince, 
were  soon  discountenanced ;  but  by 
covert  ways,  with  bribes  and  promises, 
the  King  of  England  raised  such  an  op- 
•position  on  the  side  of  Baliol,  as  threat- 
ened a  civil  war.  Secure  in  his  right, 
and  averse  to  plunge  his  country  in 
blood,  Bruce  easily  fell  in  with  a  propo- 
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sal  insidiously  hinted  to  him  by  one  of 
Edward's  creatures  ;  to  require  that  mo- 
narch to  be  umpire  between  him  and  Baliol. 
Then  it  was  that  Edward,  after  soliciting 
the  requisition  as  an  honour  to  be  con- 
ferred on  him,  declared  it  was  his  right 
as  supreme  Lord  of  Scotland.  The  Earl 
of  Annandale  refused  to  acknowledge 
this  assumption.  Baliol  bowed  to  it  ;  — 
and  for  such  obedience,  the  unrighteous 
judge  gave  him  the  crown.  Bruce  abso- 
lutely refused  to  acknowledge  the  justice 
of  this  decision  ;  and  to  avoid  the  power 
of  the  King  who  had  betrayed  his  rights, 
and  the  jealousy  of  the  other  who  had 
usurped  them,  he  immediately  left  the 
scene  of  action  ;  going  over  seas,  to 
join  his  son,  who  happened  to  be  at 
Paris.  But  alas,  even  that  comfort  was 
denied  him,  for  he  died  on  the  road  of 
a  broken  heart. 

"  When  his  son  Robert,  (who  was  Earl 
of  Carrick  in  right  of  his  wife,)  returned 
to  Britain,  he,  like  his  father,  disdained 
to  acknowledge  Baliol  as  King.  But 
being  more  incensed  at  his  successful 
rival,  than  at  the  treachery  of  his  false 
friend  Edward,  he  believed  his  glossing 
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speeches  j  and,  by  what  infatuation  I  can- 
not tell,  established  his  residence  at  that 
monarch's  court.  This  forgetfulness  of 
his  royal  blood,  and  of  the  independency 
of  Scotland,  has  nearly  obliterated  him 
from  every  Scottish  heart :  for,  when  we 
look  at  Bruce  the  courtier,  we  cease  to 
remember  Bruce  the  descendent  of  Saint 
David,  — Bruce  the  valiant  knight  of  the 
cross,  who  bled  for  true  liberty  before 
the  walls  of  Jerusalem. 

"  His  eldest  son  may  be  now  about  the 
age  of  the  young  knight  who  has  just  left 
us.  And  when  I  look  on  his  royal  port, 
and  listen  to  the  patriotic  fervours  of  his 
soul,  I  cannot  but  think  that  the  spirit  of 
his  tnoble  grandsire  has  revived  in  his 
breast;  and  that  leaving  his  indolent 
father  to  the  vassal  luxuries  of  Edward's 
palace,  he  is  come  hither  in  secret,  to 
arouse  Scotland,  and  to  assert  his  claim." 

"  It  is  very  likely  j"  rejoined  Helen, 
deeply  sighing:  "and  may  Heaven  re- 
ward his  virtue,  with  the  crown  of  his 
ancestors !" 

"To  that  end,"  replied  the  hermit, 
"  shall  my  hands  be  lifted  up  in  prayer 
day  and  night.  —  May  I,  O  gracious 
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Power  !"  cried  he,  looking  upwards,  and 
pressing  the  cross  to  his  breast ;  "  live 
but  to  see  that  hero  victorious,  and  Scot- 
land free ;  and  then  let  thy  servant  de- 
part in  peace,  since  mine  eyes  will  have 
seen  her  salvation  !" 

"  Her  salvation,  father?"  said  Helen, 
timidly ;  "is  not  that  too  sacred  a  word 
to  apply  to  any  thing,  however  dear,  that 
relates  to  earth  ?" 

She  blushed  as  she  spoke,  and  fearful 
of  having  too  daringly  objected,  looked 
down  as  she  awaited  his  answer.  The 
hermit  observed  her  attentively,  and  with 
a  benign  smile,  replied  j  "  Earth  and 
heaven  are  the  work  of  one  Creator.  — 
He  careth  alike  for  angel  and  for  man  ; 
and  therefore,  nothing  that  he  has  made, 
is  too  mean  to  be  the  objects  of  his  salva- 
tion. The  word  is  comprehensive ;  in 
one  sense  it  may  signify  our  redemption 
from  sin  and  death,  by  the  coming  of  the 
Lord  of  life  into  this  world  j  and  in  an- 
other, it  intimates  the  different  means  by 
which  Providence  decrees  the  ultimate 
happiness  of  men.  Happiness  can  only  be 
found  in  virtue ;  and  virtue  cannot  exist 
without  liberty.  Hence,  when  Scotland 
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is  again  made  free,    the  bonds  of  the 
tyrant  who  corrupts  her  principles  with 
temptations,  or  compels  her  to  iniquity 
by  threats,  are  broken.     Again  the  ho- 
nest peasant  may  cultivate  his  lands  in 
security;    the    liberal    hand    feed    the 
hungry;    and    industry    spread  smiling 
plenty  through    all  ranks.     Every  man 
to  whom  his  Maker  hath  given  talents,  let 
them  be  one  or  five,  may  apply  them  to 
their  use;  and  by  eating  the  bread  of 
peaceful  labour,  rear  families  to  virtuous 
action,  and  the  worship  of  God.     The 
nobles,  meanwhile,  looking  alone  to  the 
legislation  of  Heaven,  and  to  the  laws  of 
Scotland,  which  alike  demand  justice  and 
mercy  from  all ;  will  live  the  fathers  of 
their  country,  teaching  her  brave  sons 
that  the  only  homage  which  does  not 
debase  a  man,  is  that  which  he  pays  to 
virtue. 

"  This  it  is  to  be  free ;  this  it  is  to  be 
virtuous ;  this  it  is  to  be  happy  ;  this  it  is 
to  live  the  life  of  righteousness,  and  to 
die  in  the  hope  of  immortal  glory  !  Say 
then,  dear  daughter,  if,  in  praying  for 
the  liberty  of  Scotland,  I  said  too  much 
in  calling  it  her  salvation  *" 
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"Forgive  me,  father  !"  cried  Helen, 
overcome  with  shame  at  having  ques- 
tioned him. 

"  Forgive  you  what  ?"  returned  he, 
"  I  love  the  holy  zeal  which  is  jealous 
of  allowing  objects,  dear  even  to  your 
wishes,  to  encroach  on  the  sanctuary  of 
Heaven.  Be  ever  thus,  meek  child  of 
the  church,  and  no  human  idol  will  be 
able  to  usurp  that  part  of  your  virgin 
heart  which  belongs  to  God." 

Helen  blushed :— "  My  heart,  reverend 
father,"  returned  she,  "  has  but  one 
wish  $  the  liberty  of  Scotland  ;  and  with 
that,  the  safety  of  my  father,  and  his 
brave  deliverers." 

"  Sir  William  Wallace,  I  never  have 
seen,"  rejoined  the  hermit ;  "  but  when 
he  was  quite  a  youth,  I  heard  of  his 
graceful  victories  in  the  mimic  war  of 
the  jousts  at  Berwick,  when  Edward 
first  marched  into  this  country  under  the 
mask  of  friendship.  From  what  you 
have  said,  I  do  not  doubt  his  being  a 
worthy  supporter  of  Bruce.  However, 
dear  daughter,  as  it  is  only  a  suspicion  of 
mine  that  the  knight  is  this  young  prince, 
for  his  safety,  and  for  the  sake  of  the 
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cause,  we  must  not  let  the  name  escape 
our  lips.  No,  not  even  to  your  relations 
when  you  rejoin  them,  nor  to  the  youth 
whom  his  humanity  put  under  my  pro- 
tection. Till  he  reveals  his  own  secret, 
for  us  to  divulge  it  would  be  folly  and 
dishonour.'* 

Helen  bowed  acquiescence :  and  the 
hermit  proceeded  to  inform  her,  who  the 
youth  was  whom  the  stranger  had  left  to 
be  her  page. 

In  addition  to  what  the  knight  had 
himself  told  her  of  Walter  Hay,  the  un- 
fortunate shepherd-boy  of  the  ruined 
hut ;  her  venerable  host  narrated,  that 
the  young  warrior,  having  quitted  the 
holy  cell  after  his  first  appearance  there, 
soon  returned  with  the  wounded  youth, 
whom  he  had  found.  He  committed 
him  to  the  care  of  the  hermit,  promising 
to  revisit  him  in  his  way  from  the  south, 
and  take  the  recovered  Walter  under  his 
own  protection.  "  He  then  left  us," 
continued  the  old  man,  "  but  soon  re- 
appeared with  you,? — showing,  in  the 
strongest  language,  that  he  who  in  spite 
of  every  danger  succours  the  sons  and 
daughters  of  violated  Scotland,  is  pro- 
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claimed  by  the  spirit  of  Heaven  to  be  her 
future  deliverer  and  king." 

As  he  ended  speaking,  he  rose,  and 
taking  Helen  by  the  hand,  led  her  into 
an  inner  excavation  of  the  rock,  where  a 
bed  of  dried  leaves  lay  on  the  ground. 
"  Here,  gentle  lady,"  said  he,  "  I  leave 
you  to  repose.  In  the  evening  I  expect 
a  lay-brother  from  St.  Oran's  monastery  ; 
and  he  will  be  your  messenger  to  the 
friends  you  may  wish  to  rejoin.  At 
present  may  gentlest  seraphs  guard  your 
slumbers  I" 

Helen,  fatigued  in  spirit  and  in  body, 
thanked  the  good  hermit  for  his  care, 
and  bowing  to  his  blessing,  he  left  her 
to  repose. 


CHAR  XVIII. 

CARTLANE    CRAIGS,    AND    GLENFINLASS. 

GUIDED  by  Ker,  Murray  led  his  foL 
lowers  over  the  Lanark  hills  by  the  most 
untrodden  paths,  and  hence  avoided  even 
the  sight  of  a  Southron  soldier. 
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Cheered  by  so  favourable  a  commence- 
ment of  their  expedition,  they  even  felt 
no  dismay  when,  at  the  gloom  of  evening, 
Ker  descried  a  body  of  armed  men  at  a 
distance,  sitting  round  a  fire  at  the  foot 
of  a  beetling  rock,  which  guards  the  west- 
ern entrance  to  the  Cartlane  craigs. 
Murray  ordered  his  men  to  proceed  un- 
der covert  of  the  bushes  ;  and  then  mak- 
ing the  signal  (concerted  in  case  of  such 
dilemma),  they  struck  their  iron  crows 
into  the  interstices  of  the  cliff;  and  catch- 
ing at  the  branches  which  grew  out  of  its 
precipitous  side,  with  much  exertion, 
but  in  perfect  silence,  at  last  gained  the 
summit.  That  effected,  they  pursued  their 
way  with  the  same  caution,  till  after  a 
long  march,  and  without  encountering  a 
human  being,  they  reached  the  base  of 
the  huge  rock  which  Wallace  had  made 
his  fortress. 

Ker,  who  expected  to  find  it  surround- 
ed by  an  English  army,  was  amazed  at 
the  death-like  solitude.  "  The  place  is 
deserted !"  cried  he  ;  "  my  brave  friend, 
compelled  by  the  extremity  of  his  little 
garrison,  has  been  obliged  to  surrender." 
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"  We  will  ascend  and  see,"  was  Mur- 
ray's answer. 

Ker  led  round  the  rock,  to  the  most 
accessible  point ;  and  mounting  by  the 
projecting  stones,  with  some  difficulty 
gained  the  top.  Silence  pervaded  every 
part  j  and  the  rugged  cavities  at  the  sum- 
mit, which  had  formed  the  temporary 
quarters  of  his  comrades,  were  lonely. 
On  entering  the  recess,  where  Wallace 
used  to  seek  a  few  minutes'  slumber,  the 
moon,  which  shone  full  into  the  cave,  dis- 
covered something  bright,  lying  in  a  dis- 
tant corner.  Ker  hastily  approached  it ; 
recollecting  what  Wallace  had  told  him, 
that  if,  during  his  absence,  he  could  find 
means  of  escape,  he  would  leave  some 
weapon  as  a  sign.  A  dagger,  if  it  were 
by  the  south  point,  where  he  must  fight 
his  way  through  the  valley ;  and  an 
arrow,  if  it  were  by  the  north  ;  as  he 
should  then  seek  an  asylum  for  his  ex- 
hausted followers  in  the  wilds  of  Glen- 
finlass. 

It  was  the  iron  head  of  an  arrow,  which 
the  moon  had  silvered ;  and  Ker,  catching 
it  up,  with  a  gladdened  countenance  ex- 
claimed, "  He  is  safe !  this  calls  us  to 


288  THE    SCOTTISH    CHIEFS. 

Glenfinlass."  He  then  explained  to 
Murray,  what  had  been  the  arrangement 
of  Wallace  respecting  this  sign,  and  with- 
out hesitation  the  young  lord  decided  to 
follow  him. 

Turning  towards  the  northern  part  of 
the  cliff,  they  came  to  a  spot,  beneath 
which  had  been  the  strongest  guard 
of  the  enemy,  but  now,  like  the  rest,  it 
was  entirely  abandoned.  A  narrow  wind- 
ing path  led  from  this  rocky  platform,  to 
a  fall  of  water,  roaring  and  rushing  by 
the  mouth  of  a  large  cavern.  After  they 
had  descended  the  main  craig,  they 
clambered  over  the  top  of  this  cave  ;  and 
entering  upon  another  sweep  of  rugged 
hills,  commenced  a  rapid  march. 

Traversing  the  lower  part  of  Stirling- 
shire, they  crossed  Graham's  Dyke  ;  (u) 
and  pursuing  their  course  westward,  left 
Stirling  castle  far  to  the  right.  They 
ascended  the  Oichel  hills ;  and  proceed- 
ing along  the  wooded  heights  which  over- 
hang the  banks  of  Teith,  forded  that 
river,  and  entered  at  once  into  the  broad 
valley,  which  opened  to  them  a  distant 
view  of  Ben  Lomond  and  Ben  Lidi. 

"There,"   exclaimed  Ker,  extending 
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his  hand  Cowards  the  cloud-capped  Lidi, 
"  beneath  the  shadow  of  that  mountain, 
we  shall  find  the  light  of  Scotland,  our 
dear  master-in-arms !" 

At  this  intimation,  the  wearied  Mur- 
rays, —  like  seamen,  long  harassed  on  a 
tempestuous  ocean,  at  sight  of  a  port,  — 
uttered  a  shout  of  joy ;  and  hastening 
forward  with  renovated  strength,  met  a 
foaming  river  in  their  path.  Despising 
all  obstacles,  they  rushed  in,  and  buffet- 
ing the  waves,  soon  found  a  firm  footing 
on  the  opposite  shore.  The  sun  shone 
cheerily  above  their  heads  ;  and  illuminat- 
ing the  sides  of  the  mountains,  hung  their 
umbrageous  defiles  with  a  dewy  splen- 
dour. Ben  Lidi,  the  standard  of  their 
hope,  seemed  to  wave  them  on,  as  the 
white  clouds  streamed  from  its  summit ; 
or,  rolling  down  its  dark  sides,  floated  in 
strange  visionary  shapes  over  the  lakes 
beneath. 

When  the  little  troop  halted  on  the 
shore  of  Loch  Venachoir,  the  mists  which 
had  lingered  on  the  brow  of  Lidi,  slowly 
descended  into  the  valley  ;  and  covering 
the  mouth  of  the  pass  that  led  from  the 
Loch,  seemed  to  shut  them  at  once  be- 

VOL.  i.  o 
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tween  the  mountain,  and  that  world  of 
waters.  Ker,  who  had  never  bee'n  in  these 
tracks  before,  wondered  at  their  sublimity; 
and  became  alarmed,  lest  they  should 
lose  their  way  amid  such  infinite  windings. 
But  Murray,  who  remembered  having 
once  explored  them  with  his  father,  led 
promptly  forward,  by  a  steep  rough  road 
in  the  side  of  the  mountain.  As  they 
clung  by  the  slippery  rocks  which  over- 
hung the  lake,  its  mists  dissolved  into 
a  heavy  shower ;  and,  by  degrees  clear- 
ing away,  discovered  the  shining  heads 
of  Ben  Lomond  and  Ben  Chochan. 

The  party  soon  entered  a  precipitous  la- 
byrinth of  craigs ;  and  passing  onward, 
gradually  descended  amid  pouring  tor- 
rents, and  gaping  chasms  overlaced  with 
branching  trees,  till  the  augmented  roar 
of  waters  intimated  10  Murray,  they  drew 
near  the  great  fail  of  Glenfinlass.  The 
river,  though  rushing  on  its  course  with 
the  noise  of  thunder,  was  scarcely  dis- 
cerned through  the  thick  forest  which 
groaned  over  its  waves.  Here  towered 
a  host  of  stately  pines  ;  and  there,  the 
lofty  beeches,  birches,  and  mountain  oak, 
bending  over  the  flood,  interwove  their 


THE    SCOTTISH    CHIEFS. 


giant  arms  ;  forming  an  arch  so  impene- 
trable, that  while  the  sun  brightened  the 
tops  of  the  mountains,  all  beneath  lay  ill 
deepest  midnight. 

The  awful  entrance  to  this  sublime  val- 
ley, struck  the  whole  party  with  a  feeling 
that  made  them  pause.  It  seemed  as  if  to 
these  sacred  solitudes,  hidden  in  the  very 
bosom  of  Scotland,  no  hostile  foot  dared 
intrude.  Murray  looked  at  Ker  :  "  We 
go,  my  friend,  to  arouse  the  genius  of  these 
wilds.  Here  are  the  native  fastnesses  of 
Scotland  ;  and  from  this  pass,  the  spirit 
will  issue,  that  is  to  bid  her  enslaved  sons 
and  daughters  be  free." 

They  entered  :  and  with  beating  hearts 
pursued  their  way  along  the  western 
border  of  Loch  Lubnaig,  till  the  royal 
heights  of  Craignacoheilg  shewed  their 
summits,  covered  with  heath  and  many 
an  ivied  turret.  The  forest,  stretching 
far  over  the  valley,  lost  its  high  trees  in 
the  shadows  of  the  surrounding  moun- 
tains, and  told  them  they  were  now  in 
the  centre  of  Glenfmlass. 

Ker    put  his    bugle   to   his  lips,    and 
sounded  the  pibroch  of  Ellerslie.  A  thou- 
sand  echoes   returned   the   notes;    and 
o  2 
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after  a  pause,  which  allowed  the  last 
response  to  die  away,  the  air  was  answer- 
ed by  a  horn  from  the  heights  of  Craigna- 
coheilg.  An  armed  man  then  appeared 
on  the  rock,  leaning  forwards.  Ker  drew 
near,  and  taking  off  his  bonnet,  called 
aloud:  —  "  Stephen  !  It  is  William  Ker 
who  speaks.  1  come  with  the  Lord^  An- 
drew Murray  of  Bothwell,  to  the  sup- 
port of  our  commander  Sir  William 
Wallace." 

At  these   words,  Stephen  placed    his> 
bugle  to  his  mouth,  and  in  a  few  minutes- 
the  rock  was  covered  with  the  members- 
of  its  little  garrison.  Women  and  children 
appeared,    shouting  with  joy  ;    and  the 
men,,  descending  the  side  next  the  glen, 
hastened  to  bid  their  comrade  welcome.. 
One  advanced  towards  Murray,  whom  he 
instantly   recognised   to   be   Sir    Roger 
Kirkpatrick   of  Torthorald.     The  chiefs 
saluted  each    other  ;  and  Lord  Andrew 
pointed  to  his  men  :  —  "I  have  brought," 
said  he,  "  these  few  brave  fellows  to  the 
aid  of  Sir  William  Wallace.  They  should 
have  been  more,  but  for  new  events  of 
Southron  outrage.      Yet  I  am  impatient 
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to  lead  them  to  the  presence  of  my  un- 
-cle's  preserver." 

Kirkpatrick's  answer  disappointed  the 
eager  spirit  of  the  young  warrior  :  "  I 
am  sorry,  brave  Murray,  that  you  have 
no  better  knight  to  receive  you  than 
myself.  I,  and  the  gallant  chief,  have 
not  yet  met ;  but  I  am  in  arms  for  him  ; 
and  the  hour  of  retribution  for  all  OUT 
injuries,  I  trust,  is  at  hand.'* 

"  But:where  is  Sir  William  Wallace?" 
.demanded  Murray. 

"Gone  towards  the  Forth,  to  rouse 
-that  part  of  sleeping  Scotland.  If  all  he 
meet,  have  my  spirit,  they  will  not  re- 
quire a  second  call.  Now  is  the  time  to 
aim  the  blow  ;  and  thanks  to  the  acci- 
dent which  brought  me  the  welcome 
news,  that  an  arm  was  raised  that  would 
strike  it  home." 

As  he  spoke,  he  led  Murray  to  the 
rampart-like  cliffs  which  crown  the  sum- 
mit of  Craignacoheilg.  In  the  midst, 
stood  a  tower,  which  had  once  been  a, 
favourite  hunting  lodge  of  the  great  King 
Fergus.  There  he  welcomed  him  a  second 
time  :  "  This,"  said  he,  "  is  the  far-famed 
.lodge  of  the  three  kings :  here  did  our 
o  3 
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lion,  Fergus,  attended  by  his  royal  allies, 
Durstus  the  Pict,  and  Dionethus  the  Bri- 
ton, spread  his  board  during  their  hunt- 
ings in  Glenfinlass  !(*).  And  here,  eight 
hundred  years  ago,  did  the  same  heroic 
prince,  form  the  plans  which  saved  his 
kingdom  from  a  foreign  yoke  !  On  the 
same  spot,  we  will  Jay  ours  j  and  in  their 
completion,  rescue  Scotland  from  a  ty- 
ranny, more  intolerable  than  that  which 
menaced  him.  Yes,  Murray  ;  there  is 
not  a  stone  in  this  building  that  does  not 
call  aloud  to  us,  to  draw  the  sword,  and 
hold  it  unsheathed,  till  our  country  be 
free." 

«  And  by  the  ghost  of  that  same  Fer- 
gus, I  swear,"  exclaimed  Murray,  "  that 
my  honest  claymore  shall  never  shroud  its 
head,  while  an  invader  be  left  alive  in 
Scotland." 

Kirkpatrick  caught  him  in  his  arms  :  — 
"  Brave  son  of  the  noble  Both  well,  thou 
art  after  mine  own  heart  !  The  blow  which 
the  dastard  Cressingham  durst  aim  at  a 
Scottish  chief,  still  smarts  upon  my  cheek  ^ 
and  rivers  of  his  countrymen's  blood  shall 
wash  out  the  stain.  After  I  had  been 
persuaded  by  his  serpent  eloquence,  tc* 
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swear  fealty  to  Edward  on  the  defeat  at 
Dunbar,  I  vainly  thought  that  Scotland 
had  only  changed  a  weak  and  unfortu- 
nate prince,  for  a  wise  and  victorious 
King  :  but  when  in  the  courts  of  Stirling, 
I  heard  Cressingham  propose  to  the  ba- 
rons north  of  the  dyke,  that  they  should 
give  their  strongest  castles  into  English 
hands;  when  I  opposed  the  measure  with 
all  the  indignation  of  a  Scot  who  saw  him- 
self betrayed,  he  first  tried  to  overturn  my 
arguments ;  and  finding  that  impossible  ; 
while  I  repeated  them  with  redoubled 
force  —  he  struck  me  ! —  Powers  of  earth 
and 'heaven,  what  was  then  the  tempest  of 
my  soul  1  — - 1  drew  my  sword  —  I -would 
have  laid  him  dead  at  my  feet,  had  not 
my  obsequious  countrymen  held  my 
arm,  and  dragged  me  from  the  apart- 
ment. 

"Covered  with  dishonour,  by  a  blow  I 
could  not  avenge,  I  fled  to  my  brother- 
in-law  Sir  John  Scott,  of  Loch  Doine. 
Witb  him,  1  buried  my  injury  from  the 
world  ;  but  it  lived  in  my  heart  ;  —  it 
haunted  me  day  and  night,  calling  for 
•revenge. 

•"  In  such  an  hour,  how  did  I  receive 
o  4 
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the  tidings,  that  Sir  William  Wallace  was 
in  arms  against  the  tyrant !  —  It  was  the 
voice  of  retribution,  calling  me  to  peace 
of  mind !  —  Even  my  bed- ridden  kins- 
man, partook  my  emotions ;  and  with  his 
zealous  concurrence,  I  led  a  band  of  his 
hardiest  clansmen,  to  reinforce  the  brave 
men  of  Lanark  on  this  rock. 

"  Two  days,  I  have  now  been  here  ; 
awaiting  in  anxious  impatience  the  arri- 
val of  Wallace.  —  Oh  !  we  will  mingle  our 
injured  souls  together !  He  has  made 
one  offering  ;  I  must  make  another  :  — 
We  shall  set  forth  to  Stirling  ;  and  there, 
in  the  very  heart  of  his  den,  sacrifice  the 
tiger  Cressingham  to  the  vengeance  of 


our  wrongs," 


"  But  what,  my  brave  friend,"  asked 
Murray,  "  are  the  forces  you  deem  suffi- 
cient, for  so  great  an  enterprise  ?  How 
many  fighting  men,  may  be  counted  of 
Wallace's  own  company,  besides  your 
own  ?" 

"  We  have  about  a  hundred,"  replied 
Kirkpatrick,  "  including  yours." 

"  How  inadequate  to  storm  so  formid- 
able a  place  as  Stirling  castle !"  re- 
turned Murray.  "  Having,  indeed,  passed 
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the  Rubicon,  we  must  go  forward  ;  but 
resolution,  not  rashness,  should  be  the 
principle  of  our  actions.  —  And  my 
opinion  is,  that  a  few  minor  advantages 
obtained,  our  countrymen  would  flock  to 
our  standard ;  the  enemy  would  be  in- 
timidated; and  we  should  carry  thousands, 
instead  of  hundreds,  before  the  walls  of 
Stirling.  To  attempt  it  now7,  would  in- 
vite defeat,  and  pluck  upon  us  the  ruin 
of  our  entire  project." 

"You  are  right,  young  man,"  cried 
.Kirkpatrick  ;  "  my  grey  head,  rendered 
impetuous  by  insult,  did  not  pause  on  the 
blind  temerity  of  my  scheme.  I  would 
rather,  for  years  watch  the  opportunity 
of  taking  a  signal  revenge,  than  not  ac- 
complish it  at  last :  Oh !  I  would  rather 
waste  all  my  life  in  these  solitary  wilds, 
and  know  that  at  the  close  of  it,  I  should 
see  the  blood  of  Cressingham  on  these 
hands,  than  live  a  prince  and  die  unre- 
venged !" 

Stephen  and  Ker  now  entered :  the  lat- 
ter paid  his  respects  to  Sir  Roger ;  and 
the  former  informed  Murray,  that  hav- 
ing disposed  his  present  followers  with 
those  who  had  arrived  before  he  was 
o  5 
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come  to  lead  their  lord  to  some  refresh- 
ment, in  the  banqueting-room  of  the 
tower.  ««  What  ?"  cried  Murray,  full  of 
glad  amazement :  "  Is  it  possible  that 
my  cousin's  faithful  band,  has  reached 
its  destination  ?  None  other  belonging 
to  Both  well  castle,  had  any  chance  of 
escaping  its  jailor's  hands.'* 

Kirkpatrick  interrupted  Stephen's  re- 
ply, by  saying,  that  while  their  guests 
were  at  the  board,  he  would  watch  the 
arrival  of  certain  expresses  from  two  brave 
Drummonds,  each  of  whom  were  to  send 
him  a  hundred  men :  "  So  my  good 
Lord  Andrew,"  cried  he,  striking  him 
on  the  shoulder,  "  shall  the  snow-launch 
gather,  that  is  to  fall  on  Edward  to  his 
destruction  !" 

Murray  heartily  shaded  his  zeal :  and  bid- 
ding him  a  short  adieu,  followed  Stephen 
and  Ker  into  the  hall.  A  haunch  of 
venison  of  Glenfinlass,  smoked  on  the 
board ;  and  goblet's  of  wine  from  the 
bounteous  cellars  bi'  Sir  John  Scott, 
brightened  the  hopes  which  glowed  in 
every  heart. 

While  the  young  chieftains  were  re- 
cruiting their  exhausted  strength,  Ste- 
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phen  sat  at  the  table,  to  satisfy  the  anxiety 
of  Murray  to  know  how  the  detachment 
from  Bothwell  had  come  to  Craignaco- 
heilg  ;  and  by  what  fortunate  occurrence, 
or  signal  act  of  bravery,  Wallace  could 
have  escaped  with  his  whole  train  from 
the  foe-surrounded  Cartlane  craigs. 

"  Heaven  smiled  on  us  !"  replied  Ste- 
phen. "  The  very  evening  of  the  day  in 
which  Ker  left  us,  there  was  a  carousal  in 
the  English  camp.  We  heard  the  sound 
of  the  song  and  of  riot  ;  and  of  many 
an  insult  cast  upon  our  besieged  selves. 
But  about  an  hour  after  sunset,  the  noise 
sunk  by  degrees  ;  a  no  insufficient  hint 
that  the  revellers,overcome  by  excess,had 
fallen  asleep.  At  this  very  time,  owing  to 
the  heat  of  the  day,  so  great  a  vapour  had 
been  exhaled  from  the  lake  beneath,  that 
the  whole  of  the  northern  side  of  the  for- 
tress cliff  was  covered  with  a  mist  so  ex- 
ceedingly thick,  we  could  not  discern  each 
other  at  a  foot's  distance.  Now  is  the 
moment,  said  our  gallant  leader.  s  The 
enemy  are  stupefied  with  wine,  the  rock  is 
Clothed  in  a  veil :  —  It  is  the  shield  of 
God  that  is  held  before  us  !  under  its  shel- 
ter let  us  pass  from  their  hands  ! 
o  6 
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"  He  called  us  together ;  and  making 
the  proper  dispositions,  commanded  the 
children  and  women,  on  their  lives,  to 
keep  silence.  He  then  led  us  to  the  top 
of  the  northern  cliff:  it  overhung  a  cave, 
and  also  a  strong  guard  of  the  enemy. 
By  the  assistance  of  a  rope,  held  above 
by  several  men,  our  resolute  chief,  (twist- 
ing it  round  one  arm  to  steady  him,  and 
with  the  other  catching  by  the  projecting 
stones  of  the  precipice,)  made  his  way 
down  the  rock,  and  was  the  first  who  de- 
scended. He  stood  at  the  bottom,  en- 
veloped in  the  cloud  which  shrouded  the 
mountain,  till  all  the  men  of  the  first 
division  had  cleared  the  height ;  he  then 
marshalled  them  with  their  pikes  towards 
the  foe,  in  case  of  an  alarm.  But  all 
remained  quiet  on  that  spot  ;  although 
the  sounds  of  voices,  both  in  song  and 
laughter,  intimated  that  the  utmost  pre- 
caution was  still  necessary,  as  a  wakeful 
part  of  the  enemy  were  not  far  distant. 

"  Wallace  re-ascended  the  rock  half- 
way ;  and  receiving  the  children,  which 
their  trembling  mothers  lowered  into  his 
arms  j  he  handed  them  to  the  old  men, 
who  carried  them  safely  through  the 
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bushes  which  obscured  the  cave's  mouth. 
The  rest  of  our  little  garrison  soon  fol- 
lowed 5  when  our  sentinels,  receiving  the 
signal  that  all  were  safe,  drew  silently 
from  their  guard,  and  closed  our  march 
through  the  cavern* 

"  This  effected,  we  blocked  up  its 
moutfi  5  that,  should  our  escape  be  dis- 
covered, the  enemy  might  not  find  the 
direct  road  we  had  taken. 

"  We  pursued  our  course  without  stop 
or  stay  till  we  reached  the  hospitable  val- 
leys of  Stirlingshire.  Here  some  kind 
shepherds  gave  the  women  and  children 
temporary  shelter  ;  and  Wallace,  seeing 
that  if  any  thing  were  to  be  done  for 
Scotland,  he  must  swell  his  host,  put  the 
party  under  my  guidance  ;  giving  me 
orders,  that  when  they  were  rested,  I 
should  march  them  to  Glenfinlass  ;  here 
to  await  his  return.  Selecting  ten  men  ; 
with  that  small  band  he  turned  towards 
the  Forth  ;  hoping  to  meet  some  valiant 
friends  in  that  part  of  the  country,  ready 
to  embrace  her  cause. 

"  He  had  hardly  been  an  hour  departed, 
when  Dugald  observed  a  procession  of 
monks  descending  the  opposite  mountain. 
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They  drew  near,  and  halted  in  the  glen, 
A  crowd  of  women  from  the  neighbour- 
ing hills  had  followed  the  train,  and  were 
now  gathering  round  a  bier,  which  the 
monks  set  down.  I  know  not  by  what 
happy  fortune  I  came  close  to  the 
leader  of  the  procession,  but  he  saw 
something  in  my  old  rough  features  that 
declared  me  an  honest  Scot.  "  Friend," 
whispered  he,  "for  charity,  conduct  us 
to  some  safe  place,  where  we  may  with- 
draw this  bier  from  the  sacrilegious  eye 
of  curiosity." 

"  I  made  no  hesitation  ;  but  desired  the 
train  to  follow  me  into  a  byre  belonging 
to  the  good  shepherd  who  was  my  host. 
On  this  motion,  the  common  people 
went  a'way  ;  and  the  monks  entered  the 
place. 

"  When  the  travellers  threw  up  their 
hoods,  which  as  mourners  they  had  worn 
over  their  faces,  I  could  not  help  ex- 
claiming —  "  Alas,  for  the  glory  of 
Scotland,  that  this  goodly  group  of  stout 
young  men,  rather  wore  the  helmet  than 
the  cowl  !"  —  "  How  !  (asked  their  prin- 
cipal, who  did  not  appear  to  have  seen 
thirty  years  ;)  Do  we  not  pray  for  the 
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glory  of  Scotland  ?  —  Such  is  our  wea- 
pon/' "  True  ;  (replied  I9)  but  while 
Moses  prayed,  Joshua  fought.  God 
gives  the  means  of  glory,  that  they 
should  be  used."  "  But  for  what, 
old  veteran,  (said  the  monk,  with  a  pene- 
trating look)  should  we  exchange  our 
cowl  for  the  helmet ;  knowest  thou  any 
thing  of  the  Joshua  who  would  lead  us 
to  the  field  ?"  —  There  was  something  in 
the  young  priest's  eyes,  that  seemed  to 
contradict  his  pacific  words  :  they  flashed 
an  impetuous  fire.  My  reply  was  short : 
"  Are  you  a  Scot  ?"  —  "  I  am,  in  soul 
and  in  arms.'1  —  "  Then  knowest  thou 
not  the  chief  of  Ellerslie?"  As  I  spoke, 
for  I  stood  close  to  the  bier,  I  perceived 
the  pall  shake.  The  monk  answered  my 
last  question,  with  an  exclamation  :  — 
"  You  mean  Sir  William  Wallace  !" 

"Yes!"  I  replied.  The  bier  shook 
more  violently  at  these  words,  and,  with 
my  hair  bristling  from  my  head,  I  saw 
the  pall  hastily  thrown  off,  and  a  beauti- 
ful youth,  in  a  shroud,  start  from  it, 
crying  aloud, — "  Then  is  our  pilgrimage 
at  an  end  !  —  Lead  us  to  him  !" 

The  monk  perceived  my    terror,   and 
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hastily  exclaimed,  "  Fear  not !  he  is  alive 
—  and  seeks  Sir  William  Wallace.  His 
pretended  death  was  a  stratagem,  to  en- 
sure our  passage  through  the  English 
army ;  for  we  are  soldiers  like  yourself." 
As  he  spoke,  he  opened  his  grey  habit, 
and  shewed  me  the  mailed  tartans  beneath. 

"  What,  then !"  interrupted  Murray, 
"  these  monks  were  my  faithful  clans- 
men?" 

"The  same,"  replied  Stephen:  "I 
assured  them  they  might  now  resume 
their  own  characters  ;  for  all  who  inha- 
bited the  valley  we  were  then  in,  were 
true,  though  poor  and  aged  Scots.  ( The 
young  had  long  been  drafted  by  Edward's 
agents,  to  fight  his  battles  abroad." 

"  Ah !  {interrupted  the  shrouded  youth) 
are  we  a  people  that  can  die  for  the  ho- 
nour of  this  usurper,  and  are  we  ignorant 
how  to  do  it  for  our  country  ?  Lead  us, 
soldier  of  Wallace,  (cried  he,  stepping 
resolutely  on  the  ground)  lead  us  to  your 
brave  master;  and  tell  him  that  a  few 
determined  men,  are  come  to  shed  their 
blood  for  him  and  Scotland." 

"  This  astonishing  youth,  (for  he  did 
not  appear  to  be  more  than  fifteen,)  stood 
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before  me  in  his  robes  of  death,  like  the 
spirit  of  some  bright-haired  son  of  Fingal: 
I  looked  on  him  with  admiration ;  and 
explaining  our  situation,  told  him  whither 
Wallace  was  gone  ;  and  of  our  destination 
to  await  him  in  the  forest  of  Glenfinlass. 
"While  your  brave  clansmen  were 
refreshing  themselves,  we  learnt  from 
Kenneth  their  conductor,  that  the  troop 
left  Bothwell  under  an  expectation  of 
your  soon  following  them.  They  had 
not  proceeded  far,  before  their  scouts  per- 
ceived the  outposts  of  the  English,  which 
surrounded  Cartlane  craigs :  and  to 
avoid  this  danger,  they  took  a  circuitous 
path,  in  hopes  of  finding  some  unguarded 
entrance.  They  reached  the  Convent 
of  St.  Columba,  at  the  western  side  of 
the  craigs.  Kenneth  knew  the  abbot ; 
.and  entering  it  under  covert  of  the  night, 
obtained  permission  for  his  men  to  rest 
there.  The  youth,  now  their  companion, 
was  a  student  in  the  church.  He  had 
been  sent  thither  by  his  mother,  a  pious 
lady,  in  the  hope  that,  as  he  is  of  a  very 
gentle  nature,  he  would  attach  himself 
to  the  sacred  tonsure,  But  courage 
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often  springs  with  most  strength  in  the 
softest  frames. 

"  The  moment  this  youth  discovered 
our  errand,  he  tried  every  persuasive  to 
prevail  on  the  abbot  to  permit  him  to 
accompany  us.  But  his  entreaties  were 
vain,  till,  wrought  up  to  vehement  anger, 
he  threatened  that  if  he  were  prevented 
joining  Sir  William  Wallace,  he  would 
take  the  earliest  opportunity  to  escape, 
and  commit  himself  to  the  peril  of  the 
English  pikes* 

"  Seeing  him  determined,  the  abbot 
granted  his  wish  :  —  and  then  it  was, 
(said  Kenneth)  that  the  youth  seemed 
inspired.  It  was  no  longer  an  enthusiastic 
boy,  we  saw  before  us,  but  an  angel, 
gifted  with  wisdom  to  direct,  and  enter- 
prise to  lead  us.  It  was  he  proposed 
disguising  ourselves  as  a  funeral  proces- 
sion :  and  while  he  painted  his  blooming- 
countenance,  of  a  death-like  paleness, 
and  stretched  himself  on  this  bier ;  the 
abbot  sent  to  the  English  army,  to  re- 
quest permission  for  a  party  of  monks  to 
cross  the  craigs  to  the  cave  of  St. 
Columba  in  Stirlingshire,  whither  they 
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carried  a  dead  brother  to  be  entombed. 
Our  young  leader  hoped  we  might  thus 
find  an  opportunity  to  apprise  Wallace 
we  were  friends,  and  ready  to  reinforce 
his  exhausted  garrison. 

"  On  our  entrance  into  the  passes  of 
the  craigs,  continued  Kenneth)  the  Eng- 
lish commander  mentioned  the  fate  of 
Both  well,  and  the  captivity  of  Lord  Mar ; 
and  with  very  little  courtesy  to  sons  of 
the  church,  ordered  the  bier  to  be  opened, 
to  see  whether  it  did  really  contain  a 
corpse,  or  provisions  for  our  besieged 
countrymen.  We  had  certainly  expected 
this  investigation  ;  else  we  might  as  well 
have  wrapped  the  trunk  of  a  tree  in  the 
shroud  we  carried,  as  a  human  being. 
We  knew  that  the  superstitious  hatred  of 
the  Southrons,  would  not  allow  them  to 
touch  a  Scottish  corpse,  and  therefore 
we  feared  no  detection  from  the  eye's 
examination  alone.  This  ceremony  once 
over,  we  expected  to  have  passed  on 
without  farther  notice  ;  and  in  that  case, 
the  youth  would  have  left  his  pall,  and 
performed  the  remainder  of  his  journey 
in  a  similar  disguise  with  the  rest.  But 
the  strict  watch  of  an  English  guard, 
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confined  him  wholly  to  the  bier.  In 
hopes  of  at  last  evading  this  vigilance,  on 
pretence  of  a  vow  of  the  deceased,  that 
his  bearers  should  perform  a  pilgrimage 
throughout  the  craigs,  we  traversed  them 
in  every  direction  ;  and,  I  make  no  doubt 
would  have  finally  wearied  out  our  guard, 
and  gained  our  point,  had  not  the  cir- 
cumstance transpired  of  Wallace's  escape. 
"  How  he  had  effected  it,  his  enemies 
could  not  guess.  Not  a  man  of  the  be- 
siegers was  missing  from  his  post ;  and 
not  an  avenue  appeared,  by  which  they 
could  trace  his  flight :  but  gone  he  was, 
and  with  him  his  whole  train.  On  this 
disappointment,  the  Southrons  retired  to 
Glasgow,  to  their  commander  in  chief,  to 
give  as  good  an  account,  as  they  could, 
of  so  disgraceful  a  termination  of  their 
siege.  Dismayed  at  this  intelligence, 
the  guard  hurried  us  into  Stirlingshire, 
and  left  us  at  the  other  side  of  the  moun- 
tain. But  even  then  we  were  not  free  to 
release  our  charge,  for,  attracted  by  our 
procession,  the  country  people  followed 
us  into  the  valley.  Had  we  not  met  with 
you,  it  was  our  young  chief's  design  to 
have  thrown  off  our  disguises  in  the  first 
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safe  place ;  and,  divided  into  small 
bands,  have  severally  sought  Sir  William 
Wallace/' 

"  But  where,"  demanded  Murray,  who 
had  listened  with  delighted  astonish- 
ment to  this  recital,  "  where  is  this  ad- 
mirable youth  ?  Why,  if  Kenneth  have 
learnt  I  am  arrived,  does  he  not  bring 
him  to  receive  my  thanks  and  friend- 
ship ?" 

"It  is  my  fault,"  returned  Stephen^ 
"  that  Kenneth  will  not  approach  you  till 
your  repast  is  over.  I  left  him  to  see 
your  followers  properly  refreshed.  And 
for  the  youth,  he  seems  timid  of  appear- 
ing before  you.  Even  his  name  I  cannot 
make  known  to  you,  till  he  reveals  it 
himself;  none  know  him  here,  by  any 
other  than  that  of  Edwin,  He  has 
mentioned  to-morrow  morning  for  the 
interview." 

"  I  must  submit  to  his  determination," 
replied  Murray  ;  "  but  I  am  at  a  loss  to 
guess  why  so  brave  a  creature  should  he- 
sitate to  meet  me.  I  can  only  suppose, 
he  dislikes  the  idea  of  resigning  the 
troop  he  has  so  well  conducted ;  and  if 
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so,  I  shall  think  it  my  duty  to  yield  its 
command  to  him." 

"Indeed  he  richly  deserves  it;"  re- 
turned Stephen;  "for  the  very  soul  of 
Wallace  seemed  transfused  into  his 
breast,  as  he  cheered  us  through  our 
long  march  from  the  valley,  to  Glenfin- 
lass.  He  played  with  the  children, 
heartened  up  the  women  ;  and  when  the 
men  were  weary,  and  lagged  by  the  way, 
he  sat  him  down  on  the  nearest  stones, 
and  sang  to  us  legends  of  our  Ancestors, 
till  every  nerve  was  braced  with  warlike 
emulation,  and  starting  up,  we  proceeded 
onward  with  resolution,  and  even  gaiety. 

"  When  we  arrived  at  Craignacoheilg, 
as  the  women  were  in  great  want,  I  sud- 
denly recollected  that  I  had  an  old  friend 
in  the  neighbourhood.  When  a  boy  I  had 
been  the  playfellow  of  Sir  John  Scott  of 
Loch  Doine  ;  and  though  I  understood  he 
was  an  invalid,  I  went  to  him.  While  I 
told  my  tale,  his  brother-in-law,  Sir  Roger 
Kirkpatrick,  took  fire  at  my  relation,  and 
declared  his  determination  to  accompany 
me  to  Craignacoheilg.  When  he  joined 
our  band  on  the  summit  of  this  rock,  he 
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hailed  the  men  as  brethren,  the  women  as 
sisters.  He  took  the  children  in  his  arms^ 
and  while  he  held  their  hands  in  his, 
vehemently  addressed  their  mothers,"  Let 
not  these  hands  be  baptized,  (y)  till  they 
have  bathed  in  the  blood  of  the  foe. 
mercy  belongs  not  to  the  enemy,  now 
doomed  to  fall  beneath  their  fathers' 
swords  I" 

"  It  is  indeed  a  deadly  contest  I*9  re- 
joined Murray,  "  for  evil  has  been  the 
example  of  that  foe.  How  many  inno- 
cent bosoms  have  their  steel  pierced! 
How  many  helpless  babes,  have  their 
merciless  hands  dashed  against  the 
stones  !  —  Oh  !  ruthless  war  !  even  a 
soldier  trembles,  to  contemplate  thy 
horrors." 

6COnly  till  he  can  avenge  them  !"  cried 
asternvoice$  entering  the  apartment:  it 
was  Kirkpatrick's,  and  he  proceeded: 
"  When  vengeance  is  in  our  grasp,  tell 
me,  brave  Murray,  who  will  then  trem- 
ble ?  Dost  thou  not  feel  retribution  in 
thine  own  hands  ?  Dost  thou  not  see  the 
tyrant's  blood  at  thy  feet  ?"  As  he  spoke, 
he  looked  down,  with  a  horrid  exultation 
in  his  eyes  ;  and  bursting  into  a  more 
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horrible  laugh,  struck  his  hand  several 
times  on  his  heart :  "  It  glads  me !  it 
glads  me  !  I  shall  see  it  —  and  this  arm 
shall  assist  to  pull  him  down." 

"  His  power  in  Scotland,  may  fall,5'  re- 
turned Murray,  "  but  Edward  will  be  too 
careful  of  his  life,  to  come  within  reach 
of  our  steel." 

"  That  may  be,"  rejoined  Kirkpatrick  ; 
"  but  my  dagger  shall  yet  drink  the  blood 
of  his  agents  !  Cressingham  shall  feel  my 
foot  upon  his  neck  !  Cressingham  shall 
see  that  hand  torn  from  its  wrist,  which 
durst  violate  the  unsullied  cheek  of  a 
true  Scotsman.  Murray,  I  cannot  live 
unrevenged." 

As  he  spoke,  he  quitted  the  apartment; 
and  with  a  countenance  of  such  tremend- 
ous fate,  that  the  young  warrior  doubted 
it  was  human ;  it  spoke  not  the  noble 
resolves  of  patriotism,  but  the  portentous 
malignity  with  which  the  great  adversary 
of  mankind  determines  the  ruin  of  na- 
tions :  it  seemed  to  wither  the  grass  as  he 
moved  :  and  Murray  almost  thought  that 
the  clouds  darkened,  as  the  gloomy  knight 
issued  from  the  porch  into  the  open  air. 

Kenneth  Mackenzie  joyfully  entered 
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the  hall.  Murray  received  him  with  a 
warm  embrace  ;  and,  soon  after,  Stephen 
Ireland  led  the  wearied  chieftain  to  a 
bed  of  freshly  gathered  heath,  prepared 
for  him  in  an  upper  chamber. 


CHAP.  XIX. 

CRAIGNACOHEILG. 

OLEEP,  the  gentle  sister  of  that  aweful 
power,  which  shrouds  us  in  his  cold 
bosom,  and  bears  us  in  still  repose  to  the 
blissful  wakefulness  of  eternal  life  :  — 
she,  sweet  restorer !  wraps  us  in  her 
balmy  embraces;  and  extracting  from 
our  wearied  limbs  the  effects  of  every 
toil,  safely  relinquishes  us  at  morn,  to  the 
new-born  vigour  that  is  her  gift  ;  to  the 
gladsome  breezes,  which  call  us  forth  to 
labour  and  enjoyment. 

Such  was  the  rest  of  the  youthful  Mur- 
ray, till  the  shrill  notes  of  a  hundred 
bugles,  piercing  his  ear,  made  him  start. 
He  listened ;  they  sounded  again.  The 
morning  had  fully  broken.  He  sprung 

VOL.  i  p 
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from  his  couch,  hurried  on  his  armour, 
and  snatching  up  his  lance  and  target, 
issued  from  the  tower.  Several  women 
were  flying  past  the  gate.  On  seeing  him 
they  exclaimed  j  —  "  The  Lord  Wallace 
is  arrived.  —  His  bugles  have  sounded 
—  our  husbands  are  returned  !" 

Murray  followed  their  eager  footsteps, 
and  reached  the  edge  of  the  rock  just  as 
the  brave  group  were  ascending.  A 
stranger  was  also  there,  whom,  from  his 
extreme  youth  and  elegance,  he  judged 
must  be  the  young  protector  of  his  clans- 
men ;  but  he  forbore  tcraddress  him,  until 
they  should  be  presented  to  each  other 
by  Wallace  himself. 

It  was  indeed  the  same.  On  hearing 
the  first  blast  of  the  horn,  the  youthful 
chieftain  had  started  from  his  bed  of 
heath,  and  buckling  on  his  brigandine, 
rushed  to  the  rock  ;  but  at  sight  of  the 
nob.le  figure,  which  first  gained  the  sum- 
mit, the  young  hero  fell  back  :  an  unde- 
scribable  awe  checked  his  steps  j  and  he 
stood  at  a  distance,  while  Kirkpatrick 
welcomed  the  chief,  and  introduced  Lord 
Andrew  Murray.  Wallace  received  the 
latter  with  a  gald  smile  j  and  taking 
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him  warmly  by  the  hand,  "  My  gallant 
friend,"  saidihe,  "  with  such  assistance, 
I  hope  to  reinstate  your  brave  uncle  in 
Bothwell  castle  ;  and  soon  to  cut  a  pas- 
sage, to  even  a  mightier  rescue  !  We  must 
carry  off  Scotland  from  the  tyrant's 
arms ;  or"  —  added  he  in  a  graver  tone, 
"we  shall  only  rivet  her  chains  the  closer." 

"  I  am  but  a  poor  auxiliary,"  returned 
Murray ;  "  my  troop  is  a  scanty  one,  for 
it  is  of  my  own  gathering.  It  is  not  my 
father's,  nor  my  uncle's  strength,  that  I 
bring  along  with  me.  But  there  is  one 
here  (continued  he)  who  has  preserved  a 
party  of  men,  sent  by  my  cousin  Lady 
Helen  Mar,  almost  double  my  numbers." 

At  this  reference  to  the  youthful  war- 
rior, Sir  Roger  Kirkpatrick  discerned  him 
at  a  distance  ;  and  hastened  towards  him, 
while  Murray  briefly  related  to  Wallace 
the  extraordinary  conduct  of  this  un- 
known. On, being  told  that  the  chief 
waited  to  receive  him,  the  youth  hasten- 
ed forward  with  a  trepidation  he  never 
had  felt  before  ;  but  it  was  a  trepidation 
that  did  not  subtract  from  his  own  worth  : 
it  was  the  timidity  of  a  noble  heart,  which 
believed  it  approached  one  of  the  most 
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perfect  among  mortals  j  and  while  its 
anxious  pulse  beat  to  emulate  such  merit, 
a  generous  consciousness  of  measureless 
inferiority,  embarrassed  him  with  a  con- 
fusion so  amiable,  —  that  Wallace,  who 
perceived  his  extreme  youth  and  his 
blushes,  opened  his  arms  and  embraced 
him.  "  Brave  youth,"  cried  he,  "  I  trust 
that  the  power  which  blesses  our  cause, 
will  enable  me  to  return  you,  with  many 
a  well-earned  glory,  to  the  bosom  of your 
family !" 

Edwin  was  encouraged  by  the  frank 
address  of  a  hero,  whom  he  expected  to 
have  found  reserved,  and  wrapped  in  the 
deepest  glooms  of  the  fate  which  had 
roused  him  to  be  the  thunderbolt  of  Hea- 
ven ;  and  when  he  saw  a  benign,  though 
pale  countenance,  hail  him  with  smiles, 
he  made  a  strong  effort  to  shake  off  the 
awe  with  which  the  divine  dignity  of  the 
figure  and  mien  of  Wallace  had  oppressed 
him  ;  and  with  a  still  more  mantling 
blush  he  replied :  "  My  family  are  wor- 
thy of  your  esteem  ;  my  father  is  brave  : 
but  my  mother,  fearing  for  me,  her  fa- 
vourite son,  prevailed  on  him  to  put  me 
into  a  monastery.  Dreading  the  power 
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bf  the  English,  even  there  she  allowed 
none  but  the  abbot  to  know  who  I  was. 
And,  as  she  chose  to  hide  my  name  ;  and 
I  have  burst  from  my  concealment*  with- 
out  her  knowledge ;  till  I  do  something 
worthy  of  that  name,  and  deserving  her 
pardon,  permit  me,  noble  Wallace*  to 
follow  your  footsteps  by  the  simple  ap- 
pellation of  Edwin." 

"  Noble  boy  ;"  returned  the  chief, 
"  your  wish  shall  be  respected.  We 
urge  you  no  further  to  reveal,  what  such 
innate  bravery  must  shortly  proclaim,  in 
the  most  honourable  manner." 

The  whole  of  the  troop  having  ascend- 
ed ;  while  their  wives,  children,  and 
friends,  were  rejoicing  in  their  embraces  j 
Wallace  asked  some  questions  relative  to 
Bothwell,  and  Murray  briefly  related  the 
disasters  which  had  happened  there. 

"  My  father,"  added  he,  "  is  still  with 
the  Lord  of  Lochawe  ;  and  thither  I  sent, 
to  request  him  to  dispatch  to  the  Cartlane 
craigs  all  the  followers  he  took  with  him 
into  Argyleshire.  But  as  things  are, 
would  it  not  be  well  to  send  a  messenger 
to  Kilchurn  castle,  to  say  that  you  have 
sought  refuge  in  Glenfinlass  ?" 
p  3 
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"  Before  he  could  arrive,"  returned 
Wallace,  "  I  hope  we  shall  be  where  Lord 
Bothwell's  reinforcements  may  reach  us 
by  water.  Our  present  object  must  be 
the  Earl  of  Mar.  He  is  the  first  Scottish 
earl  who  has  hazarded  his  estates  and  life 
for  Scotland  ;  and  as  her  best  friend,  his 
liberation  must  be  our  first  enterprize. 
In  my  circuit,  through  two  or  three  east- 
ern counties,  a  promising  increase  has 
been  made  to  our  little  army.  The 
Frazers  of  Oliver  castle,  have  given  me 
two  hundred  men ;  and  the  brave  Sir 
Alexander  Scrymgeour,  whom  I  met  in 
West  Lothian,  has  not  only  brought  fifty 
stout  Scots  to  my  command,  but,  as  the 
hereditary  standard-bearer  (z)  of  the  king- 
dom, has  come  himself,  to  carry  the  royal 
banner  of  Scotland,  to  glory  or  oblivion.1* 

"  To  glory  !"  cried  Murray,  waving  his 
sword  ;  "  O !  not  while  a  Scot  survives, 
shall  that  golden  lion  (aa)  again  lick  the 
dust !" 

"  No,"  cried  Kirkpatrick,  his  eyes 
flashing  fire  ;  "  rather  may  every  Scot, 
and  every  Southron,  fall  in  the  struggle, 
and  fill  one  grave !  Let  me,"  cried  he, 
sternly  grasping  the  hilt  of  his  sword,  and 
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looking  upwards  ;  "  let  me,  oh,  Saviour 
of  mankind,  live  but  to  see  the  Forth 
and  the  Clyde,  so  often  reddened  with 
our  blood  ;  dye  the  eastern  and  the  west* 
ern  oceans,  with  the  vital  flood  of  these 
our  foes  ;  and  when  none  is  spared,  then 
let  me  die  in  peace." 

The  eyes  of  Wallace  glanced  on  the 
yourig  Edwin,  who  stood  gazing  on  Kirk- 
patrick ;  and  turning  on  the  knight,  with 
a  powerful  look  of  reprehension — "  Check 
that  prayer,"  cried  he  ;  "  remember,  my 
brave  companion,  what  the  Saviour  ,rf 
mankind  was  ;  and  then  think,  whether 
he  who  offered  life  to  all  the  world,  will 
listen  to  so  damning  an  invocation.  —  If 
we  would  be  blessed  in  the  contest,  we 
must  be  merciful." 

"  To  whom  ?"  exclaimed  Kirkpatrick  j 
"  to  the  robbers,  who  tear  from  us  our 
lands  ;  to  the  ruffians,  who  wrest  from  us 
our  honours  ?  but  you  are  patient ;  you 
never  received  a  blow  !" 

"  Yes,"  cried  Wallace,  turning  paler  ; 
"  a  heavy  one,  —  on  my  heart." 

"  True,"  returned  Kirkpatrick ;  "  your 
wife  fell  under  the  steel  of  a  Southron 
governor  j  and  you  slew  him  for  it !  You 
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were  revenged  j  your  feelings  were  ap- 
peased." 

"  Not  the  death  of  fifty  thousand  go- 
vernors," replied  Wallace,  "  could  ap- 
pease my  feelings.  Revenge  were  insuffi- 
cient, to  satisfy  the  yearnings  of  my  soul." 
For  a  moment  he  covered  his  agitated 
features  with  his  hand,  and  then  pro- 
ceeded 5  "  I  slew  Heselrigge,  because  he 
was  a  monster  under  whom  the  earth 
groaned.  My  sorrow,  deep,  deep  as  it 
was  —  was  but  one  of  many,  which  his 
rapacity,  and  his  nephew's  licentiousness, 
had  produced.  Both  fell  beneath  my 
arm  ;  but  I  do  not  denounce  the  whole 
nation,  without  reserve  1  —  When  the 
sword  of  war  is  drawn,  all  who  resist, 
must  conquer  or  fall :  but  there  are  some 
noble  English,  who  abhor  the  tyranny 
they  are  obliged  to  exercise  over  us  ;  and 
when  they  declare  such  remorse,  shall 
they  not  find  mercy  at  our  hands  ?  Surely, 
if  not  for  humanity,  for  policy's  sake,  we 
ought  to  give  quarter  :  for  the  extermi- 
nating sword,  if  not  always  victorious, 
incurs  the  ruin  it  threatens.  I  even  hope, 
that  by  our  righteous  cause,  and  our 
clemency,  we  shall  not  only  gather  our 
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own  people  to  our  legions  ;  but  turn  the 
hearts  of  the  poor  Welsh,  and  the  misled 
Irish,  whom  the  usurper  has  forced  into 
his  armies ;  and  so  confront  him  with 
troops  of  his  own  levying.  Many  of  the 
English  were  too  just  to  share  in  the  sub- 
jugation of  the  country,  they  had  sworn 
to  befriend.  And  their  less  honourable 
countrymen,  when  they  see  Scotsmen  no 
longer  consenting  to  their  own  degrada- 
tion, may  take  shame  to  themselves,  for 
assisting  to  betray  a  confiding  people. " 

"  That  may  be;"  returned  Kirkpatrick; 
"  but  surely  you  would  not  rank  Aymer 
De  Valence,  who  lords  it  over  Dumbar- 
ton ;  and  Cressingham,  who  acts  the  ty- 
rant in  Stirling ;  you  would  not  rank 
them,  amongst  these  conscientious  Eng- 
lish ?" 

"  No;"  replied  Wallace,  "  the  haughty 
oppression  of  the  one,  and  the  wanton 
cruelty  of  the  other,  have  given  Scotland 
too  many  wounds,  for  me  to  hold  a  shield 
before  them  ;  meet  them,  and  I  leave 
them  to  your  sword." 

"  And  by  heavens !"  cried  Kirkpatrick, 
gnashing  his  teeth,  with   the   fury  of  a 
tiger,  "  they  shall  know  its  point !" 
p  5 
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Wallace  then  informed  his  friends,  he 
purposed  marching  next  morning,  by 
day-break,  towards  Dumbarton  castle : 
"  When  we  make  the  attack, "  said  he, 
"  it  must  be  in  the  night ;  for  I  propose 
seizing  it  by  storm." 

Murray,  and  Kirkpatrick,  joyfully  ac- 
quiesced. Edwin  smiled  an  enraptured 
assent :  —  and  Wallace,  with  many  a  gra- 
cious look  and  speech,  disengaged  himself 
from  the  clinging  embraces  of  the  weaker 
part  of  the  garrison  ;  who,  seeing  in  him 
the  spring  of  their  husbands*  might,  and 
the  guard  of  their  own  safety,  clung  to 
him  as  to  a  presiding  deity. 

"  You,  my  dear  countrywomen  ;"  said 
he  ;  "  shall  find  a  home  for  your  aged 
parents,  your  children  and  yourselves* 
with  the  venerable  Sir  John  Scott  of 
Loch  Doine.  You  are  to  be  conducted 
thither  this  evening  ;  and  there  await  in 
comfort,  the  happy  return  of  your  hus- 
bands ;  whom  Providence  now  leads 
forth,  to  be  the  champions  of  your 
country." 

Filled  with  enthusiasm,  the  women  ut- 
tered a  shout  of  triumph  ;  and  embracing 
their  husbands,  declared  they  were  ready 
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to  resign  them  wholly  to  Heaven,  and 
Sir  William  Wallace. 

Wallace  left  them  with  these  tender 
relatives,  from  whom  they  were  so  soon 
to  part ;  and  retired  with  his  chieftains, 
to  arrange  the  plan  of  his  proposed  attack. 
Delighted  with  the  glory  which  seemed 
to  wave  him  from  the  pinnacles  of  Dum- 
barton rock,  Edwin  listened  in  profound 
silence  to  all  that  was  said ;  and  then 
hastened  to  his  quarters,  to  prepare  his 
armour  for  the  ensuing  morning. 


CHAP.  XX. 

THE    CLIFFS    OF    LOCH  LUBNAIG. 

IN  the  cool  of  the  evening,  while  the 
young  chieftain  was  thus  employed, 
Kenneth  entered,  to  tell  him,  that  Sir 
William  Wallace  had  called  out  his  little 
army,  to  see  its  strength  and  numbers. 
Edwin's  soul  had  become  not  more  ena- 
moured of  the  panoply  of  war,  than  of 
the  gracious  smiles  of  his  admired  leader; 
and,  at  this  intelligence,  he  threw  his 
p  6 


THE    SCOTTISH    CHIEFS. 


plaid  over  his  brigandine,  and  placing  a 
swan-plumed  bonnet  on  his  brows,  has- 
tened forth  to  meet  his  general. 

The  heights  of  Craignacoheilg  echoed 
with  thronging  footsteps;  and  a  glittering 
light  seemed  issuing  from  her  woods,  as 
the  rays  of  the  descending  sun  glanced 
on  the  arms  of  her  assembling  warriors. 

The  thirty  followers  of  Murray  ap- 
peared, just  as  the  two  hundred  Frasers 
entered  from  an  opening  in  the  rocks.  — 
Blood  mounted  into  his  face,  as  he  com- 
pared his  inferior  numbers,  and  recol- 
lected the  obligation  they  were  to  repay, 
and  the  greater  one  he  was  now  going  to 
incur.  —  However,  he  threw  the  stand- 
ard, worked  by  Helen,  on  his  shoulder, 
and  turning  to  Wallace,  "  Behold,"  cried 
he,  pointing  to  his  men  ;  "  the  poor  man's 
mite  !  It  is  great,  for  it  is  my  all  !" 

"  Great  indeed,  brave  Murray  !"  re- 
turned Wallace,  "  for  it  brings  me  a  host 
in  yourself." 

"  I  will  not  disgrace  my  standard  !" 
said  he,  lowering  the  banner  staff  to  Wal- 
lace. He  started,  when  he  saw  the  flow- 
ing lock,  which  he  could  not  help  recog- 
nizing. "  This  is  my  betrothed  j"  con 
21 
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tinued  Murray  in  a  gayer  tone  ;  "  I  have 
sworn  to  take  her  for  better  for  worse  ; 
and  I  pledge  you  my  troth,  nothing  but 
death  shall  part  us!" 

Wallace  grasped  his  hand  :  —  "  And 
I  pledge  you  mine,  that  the  head  whence 
it  grew,  shall  be  laid  low,  before  I  suffer 
so  generous  a  defender  to  be  separated, 
dead  or  alive,  from  this  standard."  His 
eyes  glanced  at  the  impresse  :  "  Thou 
art  right,"  continued  he ;  "  God  doth 
indeed  arm  thee  !  and  in  the  strength  of 
a  righteous  cause,  thou  goest  with  the 
confidence  of  success,  to  embrace  victory 
as  a  bride !" 

"  No ;  I  am  only  the  bridgroom's 
man  !"  replied  Murray,  gaily  moving  off: 
"  I  shall  be  content  with  a  kiss  or  two 
from  the  handmaids,  and  leave  the  lady 
for  my  general." 

"  Happy,  happy,  youth !"  said  Wal- 
lace to  himself,  as  his  eye  pursued  the 
agile  footsteps  of  the  young  chieftain  j 
"  No  conquering  affection,  has  yet  thrown 
open  thy  heart ;  no  deadly  injury,  hath 
lacerated  it  with  wounds  incurable.  Pa- 
triotism is  a  virgin  passion  in  thy  breast, 
and  innocence  and  joy  wait  upon  her !" 
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"We  just  muster  five  hundred  men  !" 
observed  Ker,  to  Wallace ;  "  but  they 
are  all  stout  in  heart,  as  condition ; 
and  ready,  even  to-night,  if  you  will  it, 
to  commence  their  march." 

"No;"  replied  Wallace!  "we  must 
not  over-strain  the  generous  spirit.  Let 
them  rest  to-night;  and  to-morrow's 
dawn  shall  light  us  through  the  forest/' 

Ker,  who  acted  as  henchman  to  Wal- 
lace, now  returned  to  the  ranks,  to  give 
the  word  ;  and  they  all  marched  forward. 

Sir  Alexander  Scrymgeour,  with  his 
golden  standard,  charged  with  the  lion 
of  Scotland,  led  the  van.  Wallace  raised 
his  bonnet  from  his  head,  as  it  drew 
near.  Scrymgeour  lowered  the  staff. 
Wallace  threw  up  his  outstretched  hand 
at  this  action,  but  the  knight  not  un- 
derstanding him,  he  stepped  forward :  — 
"  Sir  Alexander  Scrymgeour,"  cried  he, 
"  that  standard  must  not  bow  to  me.  It 
represents  the  royalty  of  Scotland, ,  be- 
fore which  we  fight  for  our  liberties.  If 
virtue  yet  dwell  in  the  house  of  the 
valiant  Saint  David,  some  of  his  offspring 
will  hear  of  this  day,  and  lead  it  forward 
to  conquest,  and  to  a  crown.  Till  such 
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an  hour,  let  not. that  standard  bend  to 
any  man." 

Wallace  fell  back  as  he  spoke;  and 
Scrymgeour  bowing  his  head  in  sign  of 
acquiescence,  marched  on. 

Sir  Roger  Kirkpatrick,  at  the  head  of 
his  well-appointed  Highlanders,  next  ad- 
vanced.     His  blood-red  banner  streamed 
to  the  air ;    and  as  it  bent  to  Wallace, 
he   saw  that  the  indignant    knight  had 
adopted  the  device    of  the  hardy  king 
Archaius  ;(bb)  but  with  a  fiercer  motto : 
— "  Touch,  and  I  pierce  /" 

"  That  man,  (thought  Wallace,  as  he 
passed  along)  carries  a  relentless  sword 
in  his  very  eye  I" 

The  men  of  Loch  Doine,  a  strong, 
tall,  and  well  armed  body,  marched  on, 
and  gave  place  to  the  advancing  corps  of 
Bothwell.  The  eye  of  Wallace  felt  as 
if  turning  from  gloom  and  horror,  to  the 
cheerful  light  of  day,  when  it  fell  on  the 
bright  and  ingenuous  face  of  Murray. 
Kenneth,  with  his  troop  followed;  and 
the  youthful  Edwin,  like  Cupid  in  arms, 
closed  the  procession. 

Being  drawn   up  in  line,  their  chief, 
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fully  satisfied,  advanced  towards  them  ; 
and  expressing  his  sentiments,  of  the  pa. 
triotism  which  brought  them  into  the 
field,  informed  them  of  his  intended 
march.  He  then  turned  to  Stephen  Ire- 
land :  "  The  sun  has  now  set,"  said  he, 
"and  before  dark,  you  must  conduct  the 
families  of  my  worthy  Lanarkmen  to  the 
protection  of  Sir  John  Scott.  It  is  time 
that  age,  infancy,  and  female  weakness, 
should  cease  their  wanderings  with  us  : 
to-night  we  bid  them  adieu,  to  meet  them 
again  in  freedom  and  prosperity." 

As  Wallace  ceased,  and  was  retiring 
from  the  ground,  several  old  men,  and 
young  women  with  their  babes  in  their 
arms,  rushed  from  behind  the  ranks,  and 
throwing  themselves  at  his  feet,  caught 
hold  of  his  hands  and  garments  :  —  '« We 
go,"  said  the  venerable  fathers,  "to  pray 
for  your  welfare  :  —  and  sure  we  are,  a 
crown  will  bless  our  country's  benefac- 
tor, here  or  in  heaven !" 

"  In  heaven,"  replied  Wallace,  shaking 
the  plumes  of  his  bonnet  over  his  eyes,  to 
hide  the  moisture  which  suffused  them  ; 
"  I  can  have  no  right  to  any  other  crown*" 

"Yes,"  cried   a  hoary-headed   shep- 
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herd  ;  "  you  free  your  country  from  ty- 
rants, and  the  people's  hearts  will  pro- 
claim  their  deliverer  their  sovereign !" 

"  May  your  rightful  monarch,  worthy 
patriarch,"  said  Wallace,  "  whether  a 
Bruce  or  a  Baliol,  meet  with  equal  zeal 
from  Scotland  at  large  ;  and  tyranny  must 
then  fall  before  courage  and  loyalty !" 

The  women  wept,  as  they  clung  to  his 
hand  j  and  the  daughter  of  Ireland,  hold- 
ing up  her  child  in  her  arms,  presented 
it  to  him  :  "  Look  on  my  son !"  cried  she 
with  energy :  "  the  first  word  he  speaks, 
shall  be  Wallace ;  the  second,  liberty. 
And  every  drop  of  milk  he  draws  from 
my  bosom,  shall  be  turned  into  blood,  to 
nerve  a  conquering  arm,  or  to  flow  for 
his  country !" 

At  this  speech,  all  the  women  held  up 
their  children  towards  him  :  —  "  Here," 
cried  they,  "  we  devote  them  to  Heaven, 
and  to  our  country  !  —  Adopt  them,  no- 
ble Wallace,  to  be  thy  followers  in  arms, 
when,  perhaps,  their  fathers  are  laid  low!" 

Unable  to  speak,  Wallace  pressed  their 
little  faces  separately  to  his  lips ;  then 
returning  them  to  their  mothers  laid  his 
hand  on  his  heart,  and  answered  in  an 
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agitated  voice  —  "  They  are  mine !  —  my 
weal  shall  be  theirs, — -my  woe,  my  own." 
As  he  spoke,  he  hurried  from  the  weep- 
ing group  ;  and  immerging  amid  the 
cliffs,  hid  himself  from  their  tears,  and 
their  blessings. 

He  threw  himself  on  a  shelving  rock, 
whose  fern-covered  bosom  projected  over 
the  winding  waters  of  Loch  Lubnaig ; 
and  while  his  eyes  contemplated  its 
serene  surface,  he  sighed,  and  thought 
how  tranquil  was  nature,  till  the  rebel- 
lious passions  of  man,  wearying  of  in- 
nocent joys,  disturbed  all,  by  restlestness 
and  violence* 

The  mists  of  evening  hung  on  the  gi- 
gantic tops  of  Ben  Lidi,  and  Ben  Vorlich; 
then  sailing  forward,  by  degrees  obscured 
the  whole   of  the   mountains ;    leaving 
nothing  for  the  eye  to  dwell  on,  but  the 
long  silent  expanse  of  the  lake  beneath. 
"  So,"   said  he,  "  did  I  once  believe 
myself  for  ever  shut  in  from  the  world, 
by  an  obscurity  that  promised  me  happi- 
ness, as  well  as  seclusion  !  —  But   the 
hours  of  Ellerslie,  are  gone.     No  tender 
wife,  will  now  twine  her  faithful  arms 
around  my  neck.   No  child  of  Marion's, 
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will  ever  be  pressed  to  my  fond  bosom ! 

—  Alas,  the  angel  that  sunk  my  coun- 
try's wrongs,  to  a  dreamy  forge tfulness  in 
her  arms,  she  was  to  be  immolated,  that  I 
might  awake  !  —  My  wife,   my  unborn 
babe,  they  both  must  bleed  for  Scotland ! 

—  and  the  sacrifice  shall  not  be  yielded 
in   vain.     No,   Great  God !"  cried  he, 
stretching  his  elapsed  hands  towards  hea- 
ven ;  "  endow  me  with  thine  own  spirit, 
and  I  shall  yet  lead  my  countrymen  to 
liberty  and  happiness !  —  Let  me  counsel 
with  thy  wisdom  ;   let  me  conquer  with 
thine  arm  !  and  when  all  is  finished,  give 
me,   O  gracious  Father !  a  quiet  grave, 
beside  my  wife  and  child." 

Tears,  the  first  he  had  shed  since  the 
hour  in  which  he  last  pressed  his  Marion 
to  his  heart,  now  flowed  copiously  from 
his  eyes.  The  women  ;  the  children  ; 
had  aroused  all  his  recollections  ;  but  in 
so  softened  a  train,  that  they  melted  his 
heart,  till  he  wept.  "It  is  thy  just  tri- 
bute, Marion  !"  said  he  :  "  It  was  blood 
you  shed  for  me,  and  shall  I  check  these 
poor  drops  ?  —  Look  on  me,  sweet  saint ; 
best  beloved  of  my  soul :  —  O,  hover 
near  me,  in  the  day  of  battle  \  and  thou- 
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sands  of  thine,  and  Scotland's  enemies, 
shall  fall  before  thy  husband's  arm  !" 

The  plaintive  voice  of  the  Highland 
pipe,  at  this  moment  broke  upon  his  ear. 
It  was  the  farewell  of  the  patriarch  Lind- 
say, as  he,  and  his  departing  company, 
descended  the  winding  paths  of  Craig- 
nacoheilg.  Wallace  started  on  his  feet. 
The  separation  had  then  taken  place  be- 
tween his  trusty  followers,  and  their 
families  ;  and  guessing  the  feelings  of 
those  brave  men,  from  what  was  passing 
in  his  own  breast,  he  dried  away  the 
traces  of  his  tears  5  and  once  more  re- 
suming the  warrior's  cheerful  look, 
sought  that  part  of  the  rock,  where  the 
Lanarkmen  were  quartered. 

As  he  drew  near,  he  saw  some  stand- 
ing on  the  cliff  j  and  others  leaning  over, 
to  catch  another  glance  of  the  departing 
group,  ere  it  was  lost  amid  the  shades 
ofGlenfinlass. 

"Are  they  quite  gone  ?"  asked  Dugald. 
"  Quite,"  answered  a  young  man,  who 
seemed  to  have  got  the  most  advantage- 
ous situation  for  a  view.  "  Then,"  cried 
he,  "  may  St.  Andrew  keep  them,  till 
we  meet  again !" 
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"  May  a  greater  than  Saint  Andrew, 
hear  thy  prayer!"  ejaculated  Wallace. 
At  the  sound  of  this  response  from  their 
chief,  they  all  turned  round.  "My 
brave  companions,"  said  he,  "  I  come  to 
repay  this  hour's  pang,  by  telling  you, 
that  in  the  attack  of  Dumbarton,  you 
shall  have  the  honour  of  first  mounting 
the  walls.  I  shall  be  at  your  head,  to 
sign  each  brave  soldier  with  a  patriot's 
seal  of  honour." 

"  To  follow  you,  my  lord,"  said  Du- 
gald,  "  is  our  duty." 

"  I  grant  it,"  replied  the  chief;  "  and 
as  I  am  the  leader  in  that  duty,  it  is  mine 
to  dispense  to  every  man  his  reward ; 
to  prove  to  all  men,  that  virtue  alone 
is  true  nobility." 

"  Ah,  dearest  sir !"  exclaimed  Edwin ; 
who  had  been  assisting  the  women  to 
carry  their  infants  down  the  steep,  and, 
on  reascending,  heard  the  latter  part  of 
this  conversation  ;  "  deprive  me  not  of 
the  aim  of  my  life  !  These  warriors  have 
had  you  long ;  have  distinguished  them- 
selves in  your  eyes ;  —  deprive  me  not 
then  of  the  advantage  of  being  near  you ; 
if  will  make  me  dpubly  brave.  O,  my 
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dear  commander,  let  me  only  carry  to 
the  grave,  the  consciousness  that  next 
to  yourself,  I  was  the  first  to  mount  the 
rock  of  Dumbarton  ;  and  you  will  make 
me  noble  indeed !" 

Wallace  looked  at  him,  with  a  smile  of 
such  graciousness,  that  the  youth  threw 
himself  into  his  arms :  —  "  You  will  grant 
my  boon  !" 

"  I  will ;  noble  boy  !"  said  he :  "  Act 
up  to  your  sentiments,  and  you  shall  be 
my  brother." 

"  Call  me  by  that  name  ;"  cried  Ed- 
win, "  and  I  will  dare  any  thing." 

"  Then  be  the  first  to  follow  me,  on 
the  rock,"*<  said  he  ;  "  and  I  will  lead 
you  to  an  honour,  the  highest  in  my 
gift ;  you  shall  unloose  the  chains  of  the 
Earl  of  Mar  !  And  ye,"  continued  he, 
turning  to  his  men  ;  "  ye  shall  not  find 
your  country  slow  to  commemorate  the 
duty  of  such  sons.  Being  the  first  to 
strike  the  blow  for  her  freedom,  ye  shall 
be  the  first  she  will  distinguish.  I  now 
speak  as  her  minister  :  and  as  a  badge  to 
times  immemorial,  I  bid  you  wear  the 
Scottish  lion  on  your  shields." 

A  shout  of  proud  joy  issued  from  every 
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heart.  And  Wallace,  seeing  that  honour 
had  dried  the  tears  of  regret,  left  them  to 
repose.  He  sent  Edwin  to  his  rest :  and 
himself,  avoiding  the  other  chieftains, 
retired  to  his  own  chamber  in  the  tower, 


CHAP.  XXI. 

LOCH    LOMOND. 

PROFOUND  as  was  the  rest  of  Wallace* 
yet  the  first  clarion  of  the  lark  awakened 
him.  The  rosy  dawn  shone  in  at  the 
window ;  and  a  fresh  breeze  wooed  him 
with  its  inspiring  breath,  to  rise  and  meet 
it.  But  the  impulse  was  in  his  own 
mind  ;  he  needed  nothing  outward,  to  call 
him  to  action.  Rising  immediately,  he 
put  on  his  glittering  hauberk  ;  and  is- 
suing from  the  tower,  raised  his  bugle  to 
his  lips,  and  blew  so  rousing  a  blast,  that 
in  an  instant  the  whole  rock  was  covered 
with  soldiers. 

Wallace  placed  his  helmet  on  his  head, 
and  advanced  towards  them,  just  as  Ed- 
win had  joined  him,  and  Sir  Roger  Kirk- 
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patrick  appeared  from  the  tower.  "  Blest 
be  this  morn  I"  said  the  old  knight ; 
"  My  sword  springs  from  its  scabbard, 
to  meet  it :  —  and  ere  its  good  steel  be 
sheathed  again,"  continued  he,  shaking 
it  sternly  ;  "  what  deaths  may  dye  its 
point !" 

Wallace  shuddered  at  the  ferocity  with 
which  his  colleague  contemplated  those 
features  of  war,  from  which  every  hu- 
mane soldier  would  seek  to  turn  his 
thoughts  ;  that  he  might  encounter  it 
with  the  steadiness  of  a  man,  and  not  the 
irresolution  of  a  woman.  To  hail  the 
field  of  blood,  with  the  fierceness  of  a 
hatred,  eager  for  the  slaughter  of  its  vic- 
tim ;  to  know  any  joy  in  combat,  but 
that  each  contest  might  render  another 
less  necessary;  did  not  enter  into  the 
imagination  of  Wallace,  until  he  had 
heard,  and  seen,  the  infuriate  Kirkpa- 
trick.  He  now  talked  of  the  coming 
battle,  with  horrid  rapture  ;  and  told  the 
young  Edwin,  he  should  that  day  see 
Loch  Lomond  red  with  English  blood. 

Offended  at  such  savageness,  but 
without  answering  him,  Wallace  drew 
towards  Murray,  and  calling  to  Edwin, 
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ordered  him  to  march  at  his  side.  The 
youth  seemed  glad  of  the  summons ;  and 
Wallace  was  pleased  to  observe  it,  as  he 
thought  that  a  longer  stay  with  one  who 
who  so  grossly  overcharged  the  feelings 
of  honest  patriotism,  might  breed  disgust 
in  his  innocent  mind  against  a  cause 
which  had  so  furious,  and  therefore  un- 
just a  defender. 

"  Justice  and  mercy  ever  dwell  to- 
gether," said  he  to  Edwin,  who  now 
drew  near  him ;  "  for  universal  love,  is 
the  parent  of  justice,  as  well  as  of  mercy. 
But  implacable  Revenge !  whence  did 
she  spring,  but  from  the  head  of  Satan 
himself?" 

Though  their  cause  appeared  the  same, 
never  were  two  spirits  more  discordant, 
than  those  of  Wallace  and  Kirkpatrick. 
But  Kirkpatrick  did  not  so  soon  discover 
the  dissimilarity ;  as  it  is  easier  for  purity 
to  descry  its  opposite,  than  for  foulness 
to  apprehend,  that  any  thing  can  be  purer 
than  itself. 

The  forces  being  marshalled  according 
to  the  preconcerted  order,  the  three  com- 
manders, with  Wallace  at  their  head,  led 
forward. 

VOL.  I.  Q 
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They  passed  through  the  forest  of 
Glenfinlass.  And  morning  and  evening 
still  found  them  thridding  those  unsus- 
pected solitudes,  in  unmolested  security. 

The  sun  had  just  risen,  as  the  little 
band  of  patriots,  the  hope  of  freedom  ! 
emerged  upon  the  eastern  bank  of  Loch 
Lomond.  The  bases  of  the  mountains 
were  yet  covered  with  the  dispersing 
mist  of  the  morning,  and  hardly  distin- 
guishable from  the  blue  waters  of  the 
lake,  which  lashed  the  shore.  The  newly 
awakened  sheep  bleated  from  the  hills  j 
and  the  umbrageous  herbage,  dropping 
dew,  seemed  glittering  with  a  thousand 
fairy  gems. 

"Where  is  the  man  who  would  not  fight 
for  such  a  country  I"  exclaimed  Murray, 
as  he  stepped  over  a  bridge  of  interwoven 
trees,  which  crossed  one  of  the  mountain 
streams  :  —  "  this  land  was  not  made  for 
slaves.  Look  at  these  bulwarks  of  na- 
ture !  Every  mountain-head  which  forms 
this  chain  of  hills,  is  an  impregnable  ram- 

artagainst  invasion.  If  Baliol  had  pos- 
pessed  but  half  a  heart,  Edward  might 
have  returned  even  worse  than  Caesar ;— * 
without  a  cockle  to  decorate  his  helmet." 
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**  Baliol  has  found  the  oblivion  he  in- 
curred," returned  Wallace  ;  "  his  son, 
perhaps,  may  better  deserve  the  sceptre  of 
such  a  country.  — Let  us  cut  the  way  ; 
and  he  who  merits  the  crown  will  soon 
appear  to  claim  it." 

«  Then  it  will  not  be  Edward  Baliol !" 
rejoined  Scrymgeour:  "  During  the  in- 
consistent reign  of  his  father,  I  once  car- 
ried a  dispatch  to  him  from  Scotland. 
He  was  then  banqueting  in  all  the  lux- 
uries of  the  English  court ;  and  such  a 
voluptuary  I  never  beheld !  —  I  left  the 
scene  of  folly,  only  praying  that  so 
effeminate  a  prince  might  never  disgrace 
the  throne  of  our  manly  race  of  kings." 

"If  such  be  the  tuition  of  our  lords, 
in  the  court  of  Edward  —  and  wise  is  the 
policy,  for  his  own  views !"  observed  Ker ; 
"  what  can  we  expect  from  even  the 
Bruce  ?  They  were  ever  a  nobler  race 
than  the  Baliol :  —  but  bad  education, 
and  luxury,  will  debase  the  most  princely 
minds." 

"  I  saw  neither  of  the  Bruce,  when  I 

visited   London,"  replied   Scrymgeour  j 

"  the  Earl  of  Carrick  was  at  his  house  in 

Cleveland  ;  and  Robert  Bruce,  his  eldest 

Q  2 


340  THE    SCOTTISH    CHIEFS. 

son,  with  the  English  army  in  Guienne* 
But  they  bore  a  manly  character  ;  parti- 
cularly young  Robert,  to  whom  the 
troubadours  of  Aquitaine  have  given 
the  flattering  appellation  of  prince  of 
chivalry." 

•'  It  would  be  more  to  his  honour,'5  in- 
terrupted Murray,  "  if  he  compelled  the 
English,  to  acknowledge  him  as  prince  of 
Scotland,  With  so  much  bravery,  how 
can  he  allow  such  a  civet-cat  as  Edward 
Baliol,  to  bear  away  the  title,  which  is  his 
by  the  double  right  of  blood  and  virtue  ?" 

"  Perhaps,"  said  Wallace,  "  the  young 
lion,  only  sleeps  !  —  The  time  may  come, 
when  both  he,  and  his  father,  will  rise 
from  their  lethargy,  and  throw  themselves 
at  once  into  the  arms  of  Scotland.  To 
stimulate  the  dormant  patriotism  of  these 
two  princes,  by  showing  them  a  subject, 
leading  their  people  to  liberty,  is  one 
great  end  of  the  victories  I  seek.  None 
other  than  a  brave  King,  can  bind  the 
various  interests  of  this  distracted  coun- 
try in  one  ;  and,  therefore,  for  fair  free- 
dom's sake,  my  heart  turns  towards  the 
Bruces,  with  most  anxious  hopes." 

"  For  my   part,"   cried  Murray,  "  I 
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have  always  thought,  the  lady  we  will 
not  woo,  we  have  no  right  to  pretend  to. 
If  the  Bruces  will  not  be  at  the  pains  to 
snatch  Scotland  from  drowning,  I  see  no 
reason  for  making  them  a  present,  of  what 
will  cost  us  many  a  wet  jacket,  before  we 
tug  her  from  the  waves.  He  that  wins 
the  day,  ought  to  wear  the  laurel :  and 
so,  once  for  all,  I  proclaim  him  King  of 
good  old  Albin,  (cc)  who  will  have  the 
glory  of  driving  her  oppressors  beyond 
her  dykes." 

Wallace  did  not  hear  this  last  senti- 
ment of  Murray's,  as  it  was  spoken  in  a 
lowered  voice  in  the  ear  of  Kirkpatrick. 
"I  perfectly  agree  with  you,"  was  that 
knight's  reply  ;  "  and  in  the  true  Roman 
style,  may  the  death  of  every  Southron 
now  in  Scotland,  and  as  many  more  as 
Fate  chooses  to  yield  us,  be  the  prelimi- 
nary games  of  his  coronation  !" 

Wallace,  who  heard  this,  turned  to 
Kirkpatrick  with  a  gentle  rebuke  in  his 
eye :  "  Balaam  blest,  when  he  meant  to 
curse  !"  said  he,  "  but  you  curse,  when 
you  mean  to  bless.  —  Such  prayers  are 
blasphemy.  — For,  can  we  expect  a  bless- 
ing on  our  arms,  when  all  our  invoca- 
Q  3 
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tions  are  for  vengeance,  rather  thaw 
victory  ?" 

"  Blood  for  blood,  is  only  justice  P* 
eried  Murray ;  M  and  how  can  you,  noble 
Wallace,  as  a  Scot,  and  as  a  man,  imply 
any  mercy  to  the  villains  who  stab  us  to 
the  heart  V9 

"  I  plead  not  for  them/*  returned 
Wallace  ;  "  but  for  the  poor  wretches 
who  follow  their  leaders,  by  force,  to  the 
field  of  Scotland  j  I  would  not  inflict  on 
them,  the  cruelties  we  now  resent.  It  is 
not  to  aggrieve,  but  to  redress,  that  we 
carry  arms.  If  we  make  not  this  dis- 
tinction, we  turn  courage  into  a  crime  j 
and  plant  disgrace,  instead  of  honour, 
upon  the  warrior's  brow. 

"  I  do  not  understand  commiserating 
the  wolves,  who  have  so  long  made  havoc 
in  our  country,5*  replied  Kirkpatrick ; 
"  methinks,  such  maidenly  mercy,  is 
rather  out  of  place.*' 

Wallace  turned  to  him  with  a  benign 
smile  :  "  I  will  answer  you,  my  valiant 
friend,  by  adopting  your  own  figure.  It 
is,  that  these  Southron  wolves,  may  not 
confound  us  with  themselves,  that  I  wish 
to  shew  in  our  conduct,  rather  the  gene- 
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rous  ardour  of  the  faithful  guardian  of 
the  fold,  than  the  rapacious  fierceness 
which  equals  them  with  the  beasts  of  the 
desert.  As  we  are  men  and  Scots,  let 
the  burthen  of  our  prayers  be,  the  pre- 
servation of  our  country,  not  the  slaugh- 
ter of  our  enemies !  —  The  one  is  an 
ambition,  with  which  angels  may  sympa- 
thise :  —  the  other,  a  horrible  desire, 
which  speaks  the  nature  of  fiends.5' 

"  In  some  cases  this  may  be,"  replied 
Sir  Roger,  a  little  reconciled  to  the  argu- 
ment ;  "  but  not  in  mine.  My  injury  yet 
burns  upon  my  cheek:  and  as  nothing 
but  the  life  blood  of  Cressingham  can 
quench  it,  I  will  listen  no  more  to  your 
doctrine,  till  I  am  revenged.  That  done, 
I  shall  not  forget  your  lesson." 

"  Generous  Kirkpatrick  I"  exclaimed 
Wallace,  "  nothing  that  is  really  cruel, 
can  dwell  with  such  manly  candour.  Say 
what  you  will,  I  can  trust  your  heart, 
after  this  moment !" 

They  had  crossed  the  river  Ennerie  ; 
and  were  issuing  from  between  its  nar- 
row ridge  of  hills,  when  Wallace,  point- 
ing to  a  stupendous  rock,  which  rose  in 
solitary  magnificence  in  the  midst  of  a 
Q  4 
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vast  plain,  exclaimed,  "  There  is  Dum- 
barton castle  I  —  that  citadel  holds  the 
fetters  of  Scotland ;  and  if  we  break 
them  there,  every  minor  link  will  easily 
give  way.3' 

The  men  uttered  a  shout  of  anticipated: 
triumph,  at  this  sight.  And  proceeding, 
soon  came  in  view  of  the  fortifications, 
which  helmeted  the  rock.  As  they  ap- 
proached, they  discovered  that  it  had 
two  summits  j  being  in  a  manner  cleft 
in  twain  ;  the  one  side  rising  in  a  pyra- 
midal form ;  while  the  other,  of  a  more 
level  shape,  sustained  the  "ponderous 
buildings  of  the  fortress. 

It  was  dusk,  when  the  little  army  ar- 
rived in  the  rear  of  a  close  thicket,  which 
skirted  the  eastern  dyke  of  the  castle,, 
aud  reached  to  an  immense  depth  on  the 
plain.  On  this  spot,  Wallace  rested  his 
men  ;  and  while  they  placed  themselves 
under  covert,  till  the  appointed  time  of 
attack,  he  perceived  through  an  opening 
in  the  wood,  the  gleaming  of  troops  on 
the  rain  parts,  and  fires  beginning  to  light 
on  a  lonely  watch-tower,  which  crowned 
the  pinnacle  of  the  highest  rock. 

"  Poor    fools !"     exclaimed    Murray, 
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€*  like  the  rest  of  their  brethren  of  clay, 
they  look  abroad  for  evils,  and  prepare 
not  for  those  which  are  even  at  their 
doors !" 

"  That  beacon-fire,"  cried  Scrymge- 
our,  "  shall  light  us  to  their  chambers  ; 
and  for  once  we  thank  them  for  their 
providence." 

"  That  beacon-fire,"  whispered  Edwin 
to  Wallace,  "  shall  light  me  to  honour  ! 
To-night,  by  your  agreement,  I  shall 
call  you,  brother,  or  lie  dead  on  the  sum- 
mit of  those  walls !" 

"  Edwin,"  said  Wallace,  <c  act  as  you 
say  ;  and  deserve,  not  only  to  be  called 
my  brother,  but  to  be  the  first  banneret 
of  freedom  in  arms  !" 

He  then  turned  towards  the  lines  ;  and 
giving  his  orders  to  each  division,  direct- 
ed them  to  seek  repose  on  the  surround- 
ing hether,  till  the  now-glowing  moon 
should  have  sunk  her  tell-tale  light  in  the 
waves. 


Q  5 
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CHAP.  XXIL 

DUMBARTON    ROCK* 

ALL  obeyed  the  voice  of  their  comman- 
der, and  retired  to  rest.  But  the  eyes  of 
Edwin  could  not  close  ;  his  eager  spirit 
was  already  on  the  walls  of  Dumbarton. 
His  rapid  mind  anticipated  the  ascent  of 
his  general  and  his  troop.  But,  an  ima- 
gination no  less  just  than  ardent,  sug- 
gested the  difficulties  attending  so  small 
a  force,  assailing  so  formidable  a  garrison, 
without  some  immediate  knowledge  of  its 
relative  situations.  A  sudden  thought 
struck  him.  —  He  would  mount  that  rock 
alone  -f  he  would  seek  to  ascertain  the 
place  of  Lord  Mar's  confinement  j  that 
not  one  life,  in  Wallace's  faithful  band* 
might  be  lost  in  a  vague  search. 

"  Ah  !  my  general,"  exclaimed  he, 
"  Edwin  shall  be  the  first  to  spring  those 
ramparts !  he  shall  tread  that  dangerous 
path  alone ;  and  when  he  has  thus  proved 
himself  not  unworthy  of  thy  confidence, 
he  will  return,  to  lead  thee  and  thy  sol- 
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diers  to  a  sure  victory;  and  himself  to 
honour  by  thy  side  !" 

This  fervent  apostrophe,  breathed  to 
the  night  alone,  was  no  sooner  uttered, 
than  he  stole  from  the  thicket,  into  which 
he  had  cast  himself  to  repose*  —  He 
looked  towards  the  embattled  cliff;  its 
summit  stood  bright  in  the  moonlight, 
but  deep  shadows  lay  beneath.  "  God  be 
my  speed  !"  cried  he,  and  wrapping  him- 
self  in  his  plaid  ;  so  mixed  its  dark  hues, 
with  the  weeds  and  herbage  at  the  base 
of  the  rock,  that  he  made  its  circuit 
without  having  attracted  observation. 

The  south  side  seemed  the  most  easy 
of  ascent ;  and  by  that  he  began  his  dar* 
ing  attempt.  Having  gained  the  height, 
he  clambered  behind  a  buttress  ;  the  sha- 
dow of  which  cast  the  wall  into  such  black 
obscurity,  that  he  crept  safely  through 
one  of  its  crenelles,  and  dropping  gently 
inwards,  alighted  on  his  feet.  Still  keep- 
ing  the  shadowed  side  of  the  battlements, 
he  proceeded  cautiously  along ;  and  so 
stilly  was  his  motion,  that  he  passed  urn 
discovered,  even  by  the  sentinels  who 
guarded  this  quarter  of  the  fortress. 

He  soon  arrived  at  the  open  square 
Q  6 
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before  the  citadel :  —  it  was  yet  occu- 
pied by  groups  of  Southron  officers,  gaily 
walking  to  and  fro  under  the  light  of  the 
moon.  In  hopes  of  gaining  some  useful 
information  from  their  discourse,  he 
concealed  himself  behind  a  chest  of 
arrows  j  and,  as  they  passed  backwards 
and  forwards,  distinctly  heard  them  jest- 
ing each  other  about  divers  fair  dames  of 
the  country  around.  The  conversation 
terminated  in  a  debate,  whether  or  no 
the  indifference  which  their  governor  De 
Valence,  manifested  to  the  majestic 
beauties  of  the  Countess  of  Mar,  were 
real  or  assumed.  A  thousand  free  re- 
marks were  made  on  the  subject  ;  and 
Edwin  gathered  sufficient  from  the  dis- 
course, to  understand  that  the  Earl  and 
Countess  were  treated  severely,  and  con- 
fined in  a  large  square  tower  in  the  cleft 
of  the  rock. 

Having  learnt  all  that  he  could  expect 
from  these  officers,  he  speeded  under  the 
friendly  shadow  towards  the  other  side  of 
the  citadel ;  and  arrived  just  as  the  guard 
approached  to  relieve  the  sentinels  of  the 
northern  postern. —  He  laid  himself  close 
to  the  ground,  and  happily  overheard  the 
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word  of  the  night,  as  it  was  given  to  the 
new  watch.  —  This  providential  circum- 
stance saved  his  life. 

Finding  no  mode  of  regress  from  this 
place,  but  by  the  postern,  at  which  the 
sentinel  was  stationed  ;  or  by  attempting 
a  passage  through  a  small  adjoining  tower, 
the  door  of  which  stood  open  ;  he  con- 
sidered a  moment,  and  then  deciding  for 
the  tower,  stole  unobserved  into  it. 
Fortunately  no  person  was  there  ;  but 
Edwin  found  it  full  of  spare  arms,  with 
two  or  three  vacant  couches  in  different 
corners,  where,  he  supposed,  the  officers 
on  guard  occasionally  reposed ;  several 
watch-cloaks  lay  on  the  floor.  He  readily 
apprehended  the  use  he  might  make  of 
this  circumstance,  and  throwing  one  of 
them  over  his  own  shoulders,  climbed  to 
a  large  embrasure  in  the  wall;  and 
forcing  himself  through  it,  dropped  to 
a  declivity  on  the  other  side ;  which 
shelved  down  to  the  cliff,  wherein  he 
now  saw  the  square  tower. 

He  had  scarcely  lit  on  firm  ground, 
when  a  sentinel,  followed  by  two  others 
with  presented  pikes,  approached  him, 
and  demanded  the  word.  —  "  Montjoy  !'* 
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—  was  his  reply.  "  Why  leap  the  embra- 
sure ?"  said  one.  "  Why  not  enter  by 
the  postern  ?"  demanded  another.  The 
conversation  of  the  officers  had  given 
him  a  hint,  on  which  he  formed  his  an- 
swer. "  Love,  my  brave  comrades," 
replied  he,  "  seldom  chooses  even  ways. 
I  go  on  a  message  from  a  young  ensign 
in  the  keep,  to  one  of  the  Scottish  dam- 
sels in  yonder  tower.  Delay  me,  and 
his  vengeance  will  fall  upon  us  all." 
"  Good  luck  to  you,  my  lad !"  was  their 
answer ;  and,  with  a  lightened  step,  he 
hastened  towards  the  tower. 

Not  deeming  it  safe  to  seek  an  inter- 
view with  any  of  the  Earl's  family,  he 
crept  along  the  base  of  the  structure  and 
across  the  works,  till  he  reached  the  high 
wall  that  blocks  up  egress  from  the  north. 
He  found  this  formidable  curtain  con- 
structed of  fragments  of  rock  ;  and  for 
the  convenience  of  the  guard,  a  sloping 
platform  from  within,  led  to  the  top  of 
the  wall.  On  the  other  side  it  was  per- 
pendicular.  A  solitary  sentinel  stood 
there ;  and  how  to  pass  him,  was  Edwin's 
next  device.  —  To  attack  him,  would  be 
desperate:  being  one  of  a  chain  of  guards 
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around  the  interior  of  the  fortress,  his 
voice  need  only  to  be  raised  in  the  least, 
to  call  a  regiment  to  his  assistance, 
and  Edwin  must  be  seized  on  the  in- 
stant. 

Aware  of  his  danger,  but  not  dismayed, 
the  adventurous  youth  bethought  him  of 
his  former  excuse ;  and  remembering  a 
flask  of  spirits  which  Ireland  had  put 
into  his  pouch  on  leaving  Glenfinlass,  he 
affected  to  be  intoxicated,  and  stagger- 
ing up  to  the  man,  accosted  him  in  the 
character  of  a  servant  of  the  garrison. 

The  sentinel  did  not  doubt  the  appear- 
ance of  the  boy ;  and  Edwin  holding 
out  the  flask,  said  that  a  pretty  girl  in 
the  great  tower  had  not  only  given  him 
a  long  draught  of  the  same  good  liquor, 
but  had  filled  his  bottle,  that  he  might 
not  lack  amusement,  while  her  com- 
panion, one  of  Lady  Mar's  maids-in- 
waiting,  was  tying  up  a  true  lover's 
knot  to  send  to  his  master  in  the  garrison. 
The  man  believed  Edwin's  tale,  the  more 
readily  as  he  thrust  the  flask  into  his 
hand,  and  bade  him  drink :  "  Do  not 
spare  it,"  cried  he  ^  "  the  night  is  chilly, 
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and  I  shall  get  more  where  that  came 
from." 

The  unsuspecting  Southron  returned 
him  a  merry  reply,  and  putting  the  flask 
to  his  head,  soon  drained  its  contents. 
They  had  the  effect  Edwin  desired.  The 
soldier  became  flustered,  and  impatient 
of  his  duty.  Edwin  perceived  it,  and 
yawning,  complained  of  drowsiness.  "  I 
would  go  to  the  top  of  that  wall,  and 
sleep  sweetly  in  the  moon-beams,"  said 
he,  "  if  any  good-natured  fellow  would 
mean-while  wait  for  my  pretty  Scot  I" 

The  half  inebriated  Southron  liked, 
no  better  sport ;  and  regardless  of  duty, 
he  promised  to  draw  nearer  the  tower, 
and  bring  from  the  fair  messenger  the 
expected  token. 

Having  thus  far  gained  his  point,  with 
an  apparently  staggering,  but  really  agile 
step,  Edwin  ascended  the  wall.  A  leap 
from  this  dizzy  height,  was  his  only  way 
to  rejoin  Wallace.  To  retread  his  steps 
through  the  fortress,  in  safety,  would 
hardly  ,  be  possible  ;  and  besides,  such  a 
mode  of  retreat,  would  leave  him  unin- 
formed on  the  second  object  of  his  enter- 
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prise:  to  know  the  most  vulnerable  side 
of  the  fortress. 

He  threw  himself  along  the  summit  of 
the  wall,  as  if  to  sleep.  He  looked  down, 
and  saw  nothing  but  the  blackness  of 
space  :  for  here  the  broad  expanse  of 
shadow,  rendered  rocks  and  building  of 
the  same  hue  and  level.  But  hope 
buoyed  him  in  her  arms ;  and  turning 
his  eyes  towards  the  sentinel,  he  ob- 
served him  to  have  arrived  within  a  few 
paces  of  the  square  tower.  This  was 
Edwin's  moment :  grasping  the  project- 
ing stone  of  the  embattlement,  he  threw 
himself  from  its  summit,  and  fell,  a  fear- 
ful depth,  to  the  cliffs  beneath. 

Meanwhile,  Wallace,  having  seen  his 
brave  followers  depart  to  their  repose,  re- 
clined himself  along  a  pile  of  moss-grown 
stones,  which,  in  the  days  of  the  renowned 
Fingal,  had  covered  the  body  of  some 
valiant  Morven  chieftain.  He  fixed  his 
wakeful  eyes  on  the  castle,  now  illumined 
in  every  part  by  the  fulness  of  the 
moon's  lustre,  and  considered  which  point 
would  be  most  assailable  by  the  scaling 
ladders  he  had  prepared.  Every  side 
seemed  a  precipice,  The  Leven,  sur- 
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rounding  it  on  the  north,  and  the  west : 
the  Clyde,  broad  as  a  sea,  on  the  south. 

—  The   only  place  that  seemed  at  all 
accessible,  was  the  side  next  the  dyke 
behind  which  he  lay.     Here  the  ascent 
to  the  castellated  part  of  the  rock,  be- 
cause most  perpendicular,  was  the  least 
guarded  with  outworks  :  and  by  this  he 
determined   to   make  the    attempt,   as 
soon  as  the  setting  moon  should  involve 
the  garrison  in  darkness. 

While  he  yet  mused  on  what  might  be 
the  momentous  consequences  of  the  suc- 
ceeding midnight  hours,  he  thought  he 
heard  a  swift  though  cautious  footstep. 
He  raised  himself,  and  laying  his  hand 
on  his  sword,  saw  a  figure  advancing 
towards  him. 

*•  Who  goes  there?"  demandedWallace. 

"  A  faithful  Scot,"  was  the  reply. 

Wallace  recognised  the  voice  of  Edwin. 

—  "  What  has  disturbed  you  ?  Why  do 
you  not  take  rest  with  the  others  ?" 

"  That  we  may  have  the  surer,  to- 
morrow!" replied  the  youth:  "I  am 
just  returned  from  the  summit  of  yonder 
rock." 

"  How!"  interrupted  Wallace  :  "  Have 
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you  scaled  it  alone,  and  are  returned  in 
safety?" 

Wallace  caught  him  in  his  arms  :  "  In- 
trepid, glorious  boy !  tell  me  for  what 
purpose,  did  you  thus  hazard  your  pre- 
cious life  ?" 

"  I  wished  to  learn  its  most  pregnable 
part,"  replied  Edwin,  his  young  heart 
beating  with  triumph  at  these  encomiums 
from  his  commander ;  "  and  particularly 
where  the  good  Earl  is  confined,  that  we 
might  make  our  attack  directly  to  the 
point." 

"And  have  you  been  successful?" 
demanded  Wallace. 

"  I  have,"  was  his  answer.  "  Lord 
Mar,  and  his  lady,  are  kept  in  a  square 
tower,  which  stands  in  the  cleft  between 
the  two  summits  of  the  rock.  It  is  not 
only  surrounded  by  embattled  walls, 
which  flank  the  ponderous  buttresses  of 
this  huge  dungeon  ;  but  the  space  on 
which  it  stands,  is  bulwarked,  at  each 
end,  by  a  stone  curtain  of  fifteen  feet 
high,  guarded  by  turrets  full  of  armed 


men." 


"  And  yet  by  that  side,  you  suppose 
we  must  ascend  ?"  said  Wallace. 
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"  Certainly  :  for  if  you  attempt  it  on 
the  west,  we  should  have  to  scale  the 
watch-tower  cliff,  and  the  ascent  could 
only  be  gained  in  file.  An  auxiliary  de- 
tachment, to  attack  in  flank,  might  suc- 
ceed there ;  but  the  passage  being  so 
narrow,  would  be  too  tedious  for  the 
whole  party  to  arrive  in  time.  —  Should 
we  take  the  south,  we  must  cut  through 
the  whole  garrison,  before  we  could  reach 
the  Earl.  And  on  this  side,  the  morass 
lies  too  near  the  foot  of  the  rock,  to 
admit  an  approach  without  the  greatest 
danger.  But  on  the  north,  where  I  de- 
scended ;  by  wading  through  part  of 
the  Leven,  and  climbing  from  cliff  to 
cliff,  I  have  every  hope  you  may  suc- 
ceed." 

Edwin  recounted  the  particulars  of 
his  progress  through  the  fortress  ;  and  by 
the  minuteness  of  his  topographical  de- 
.scriptions,  enforced  his  arguments  for 
the  north  to  be  the  point  assailed.  Clos- 
ing his  narrative,  he  explained  to  the 
anxious  enquiry  of  Wallace,  how  he  had 
escaped  accident  in  a  leap  of  so  many 
feet.  The  wall  was  covered  with  ivy  ; 
he  caught  by  its  branches  in  his  descent^ 
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and  at  last  happily  fell  amongst  a  thick 
bed  of  furze.  After  this,  he  clambered 
down  the  steep;  and,  fording  the  Leven, 
(there  only  knee  deep,)  now  appeared 
before  his  general,  elate  in  heart,  and 
bright  in  valour. 

"  The  intrepidity  of  tnis  action,"  re- 
turned Wallace,  glowing  with  admiration 
at  so  noble  a  daring  in  so  young  a  crea- 
ture, "  merits,  that  every  confidence 
should  be  placed  in  the  result  of  your 
observations.  Your  safe  return  is  a 
pledge  of  our  design  being  approved. 
And  when  we  go  irrthe  strength  of  Hea- 
ven, who  can  doubt  the  issue  !  this  night, 
when  the  Lord  of  battles  puts  that 
fortress  into  our  hands,  before  the  whole 
of  our  little  army,  you  shall  receive  that 
knighthood  you  have  so  richly  deserved. 
Such,  my  truly  dear  brother,  my  noble 
Edwin,  shall  be  the  reward  of  your 
virtue,  and  your  toil !" 

Wallace  would  now  have  sent  him  to 
repose  himself ;  but  animated  by  the  suc- 
cess of  his  adventure,  and  exulting  in  the 
honour,  which  was  so  soon  to  stamp  a 
sign  of  this  exploit  upon  him  for  ever ; 
he  told  his  leader,  that  he  felt  no  want 
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of  sleep,  and  would  rather  take  on  him 
the  office  of  arousing  the  other  captains 
to  their  stations ;  the  moon,  their  precon- 
certed signal,  being  then  approaching 
its  rest. 


CHAP.  XXIII. 

THE   FORTRESS. 

KIRKPATRICK,  Murray,  and  Scrymgeour, 
hastened  to  their  commander  j  and  in  a 
few  minutes  all  were  under  arms.  — 
Wallace  briefly  explained  his  altered 
plan  of  assault ;  and  marshalling  the  men 
accordingly,  led  them  in  silence  through 
the  water,  and  along  the  beach,  which 
lay  between  the  rock  and  the  Leven. 
Arriving  at  the  base  just  as  the  moon  set, 
they  began  to  ascend.  To  do  this  in 
the  dark,  redoubled  the  difficulty ;  but  as 
Wallace  had  the  place  of  every  accessible 
stone  accurately  described  to  him  by 
Edwin,  he  went  confidently  forward, 
followed  by  his  Lanarkmen. 

He  and  they,  being  the  first  to  mount, 
fixed  and  held  the  tops  of  the  scaling  lad- 
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ders,  while  Kirkpatrick  and  Scrymgeour, 
with  their  men,  gradually  ascended,  and 
gained  the  bottom  of  the  wall.  Here, 
planting  themselves  in  the  crannies  of  the 
rock  ;  under  the  impenetrable  darkness  of 
the  night  (for  the  moon  had  not  only  set, 
but  the  stars  were  obscured  by  clouds) 
they  awaited  the  signal  of  attack. 

Meanwhile,  Edwin  led  Lord  Andrew 
with  his  followers,  and  the  Fraser  men, 
round  by  the  western  side,  to  mount  the 
watch-tower  rock,  and  seize  the  few 
soldiers  who  kept  the  beacon.  As  a  sig- 
nal of  having  succeeded,  they  were  to 
smother  the  flame  on  the  top  of  the 
tower,  and  thence  descend  towards  the 
garrison,  to  meet  Wallace  before  the 
prison  of  the  Earl  of  Mar. 

While  the  men  of  Lanark,  with  their 
eyes  fixed  on  the  burning  beacon,  in 
deadly  stillness  watched  the  appointed 
signal  for  the  attack,  Wallace,  by  the  aid 
of  his  dagger,  which  he  struck  into  the 
firm  soil  that  occupied  the  cracks  in  the 
rock,  drew  himself  up,  almost  parallel 
with  the  top  of  the  great  wall,  which 
clasped  the  bases  of  the  two  hills.  He 
listened  j  not  a  voice  was  to  be  heard  in 
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the  garrison,  of  all  the  legions  he  had  so 
lately  seen  glittering  on  its  battlements. 
It  was  an  awful  pause. 

Now  was  the  moment,  when  Scotland 
was  to  make  her  first  essay  for  freedom  ! 
Should  it  fail,  ten  thousand  bolts  of  iron 
would  be  added  to  her  chains !  Should  it 
succeed,  liberty  and  happiness,  were  the 
almost  certain  consequences. 

He  looked  up  ;  and  fixing  his  eyes  on 
the  beacon-flame,  thought  he  saw  the 
figures  of  men  pass  before  it  —  the  next 
moment  all  was  darkness  —  he  sprung  on 
the  wall ;  and  feeling,  by  the  touch  of 
hands  about  his  feet,  that  his  brave 
followers  had  already  mounted  their  lad- 
ders, he  grasped  his  sword  firmly,  and 
leaped  down  on  the  ground  within.  In 
that  moment,  he  struck  against  the  sen- 
tinel, who  was  just  passing,  and  by  the 
violence  of  the  shock  struck  him  to  the 
earth ;  but  the  man,  as  he  fell,  catching 
Wallace  round  the  waist,  dragged  him 
after,  him,  and,  with  a  vociferous  cry, 
shouted,  Treason  ! 

Several  sentinels  ran  with  levelled  pikes 
to  the  spot ;  the  adjacent  turrets  emptied 
themselves,   of  their  armed  inhabitants  ; 
10 
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and  all  assaulted  Wallace,  just  as  he  had 
extricated  himself  from  the  grasp  of  the 
prostrate  soldier. 

"  Who  are  you?"  demanded  they. 

"  Your  enemy,"  and  two  fell  at  his 
feet,  with  one  stroke  of  his  sword. 

"  Alarm  ! — Treason  !"  resounded  from 
the  rest,  as  they  aimed  their  random 
strokes  at  the  conquering  chief.  But  he 
was  now  assisted  by  the  vigorous  arm  of 
Ker,  and  of  several  Lanarkmen  ;  who, 
having  cleared  the  wall,  were  dealing 
about  blows  in  the  darkness,  which  filled 
the  air  with  groans,  and  strewed  the 
ground  with  the  dying  and  the  dead. 

One  or  two  Southrons,  whose  courage 
was  not  equal  to  their  caution,  fled 
to  arouse  the  garrison  ;  and  just  as  the 
whole  of  Wallace's  men  leaped  the  wall, 
and  rallied  to  his  support,  the  inner 
ballium  gate  burst  open,  and  a  legion  of 
foes,  bearing  torches,  issued  to  the  con- 
test. —  With  horrible  threatenings,  they 
came  on  ;  and  by  a  rapid  movement,  sur- 
rounded Wallace  and  his  little  company. 
—  But  his  soul  brightened  in  danger ; 
and  his  men,  warmed  with  the  same 
spirit,  stood  firm  with  fixed  pikes,  receiv- 
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ing,  without  injury,  the  assault.  Their 
weapons  being  longer  than  the  enemy's, 
the  Southrons,  not  aware  of  the  circum- 
stance, rushed  upon  their  points,  incur- 
ring the  death  they  meant  to  give. 
Seeing  their  disorder,  Wallace  ordered 
the  pikes  to  be  dropped,  and  his  men  to 
charge  sword  in  hand.  Terrible  was  now 
the  havoc  ;  for  the  desperate  Scots,  grap- 
pling each  to  his  foe  with  a  fatal  hold, 
let  not  go  till  the  piercing  shriek,  or  the 
agonized  groan,  convinced  him  that 
death  had  seized  its  victim.  Wallace 
fought  in  front,  making  a  dreadful  pas- 
sage through  the  falling  ranks  ;  while 
the  tremendous  sweep  of  his  sword,  flash- 
ing in  the  intermitting  light,  warned  the 
survivors,  where  the  avenging  blade  would 
next  descend.  A  horrid  vacuity  was  made 
in  the  lately  thronged  spot  :  —  it  seemed 
not  the  slaughter  of  a  mortal  arm,  but  as 
if  the  destroying  angel  himself  were  there; 
and  with  one  blast  of  his  desolating  brand, 
had  laid  all  in  ruin.  The  platform  was 
cleared  ;  and  the  fallen  torches,  some 
half  extinguished,  and  others  flaming  on 
the  ground  by  the  sides  of  the  dead, 
shewed,  in  their  uncertain  gleams,  a  few 
5* 
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terrified  wretches  seeking  safety  in  flight. 
The  same  lurid  rays,  casting  a  transitory 
light  on  ,the  iron  gratings  of  the  great 
tower,  informed  Wallace  that  the  heat  of 
conflict  had  drawn  him  to  the  prison  of 
the  Earl. 

"  We  are  now  near  the  end  of  this 
night's  work  !"  cried  he  :  "  Let  us  press 
forward,  to  give  freedom  to  the  Earl  of 
Mar !" 

"  Liberty,  and  Lord  Mar  !"  cried 
Kirkpatrick,  rushing  onwards.  He  was 
immediately  followed  by  his  own  men  ; 
but  not  quick  enough  for  his  daring.  The 
guard  in  the  tower,  hearing  the  outcry, 
issued  from  the  flanking  gates,  and,  sur- 
rounding him,  took  him  prisoner. 

"  If  there,  be  might  in  your  arms./' 
roared  he  with  the  voice  of  a  lion,  "  men 
of  Loch  Doine,  rescue  your  leader  !" 

They  hurried  forward,  with  yells  of 
defiance  :  but  the  strength  of  the  garri- 
son, awakened  by  the  flying  wretches 
from  the  defeat,  turned  out  all  its  power  ; 
and,  with  De  Valence  at  their  head, 
pouring  on  Kirkpatrick's  men,  wpuld 
have  overpowered  them,  had  not  Wal- 
lace, and  his  sixty  heroes,  with  desperate 
R  2 
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determination,  cut   a  passage  to  them, 
through  the  closing  ranks. 

Pikes  struck  against  corslets,  swords 
rung  on  helmets ;  and  the  ponderous 
battle-axe,  falling  with  the  weight  of  fate, 
cleft  the  uplifted  target  in  twain.  Blood 
spouted  on  every  side  ;  and  the  dripping 
hands  of  Kirkpatrick,  as  Wallace  tore  him 
from  the  enemy,  proclaimed  that  he  had 
bathed  his  vengeance  in  the  stream.  On 
being  released,  he  shook  his  ensanguined 
arms,  and  burst  into  a  horrid  laugh  : 
"The  work  speeds!  —  Now  through  the 
heart  of  the  governor  !" 

Even  while  he  spoke,  Wallace  lost  him 
again  from  his  side :  and  again,  by  the 
shouts  of  the  Southrons,  who  cried,  "  No 
quarter  for  Jhe  fiend  !"  he  learnt  he  must 
be  retaken.  That  merciless  cry  was  the 
death-bell  of  their  own  doom.  It  directed 
Wallace  to  the  spot ;  and,  throwing  him- 
self, and  his  brethren  of  Lanark,  into 
the  midst  of  the  band  which  held  the 
chief,  Kirkpatrick  was  again  rescued. 
But  thousands  seemed  now  to  surround 
WaD&ce's  self.  To  do  this  generous  deed, , 
he  had  advanced  farther  than  he  ought ; 
and  himself  and  his  brave  followers,  must 
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have  been  slain,  had  he  not  fallen  back  ; 
and  covering  their  rear  with  the  great 
tower,  ali  who  had  the  hardihood  to  ap- 
proach, fell  under  the  weight  of  the  Scot- 
tish claymore. 

Scrymgeour,  at  the  head  of  the  Loch 
Doine  men,  in  vain  attempted  to  reach 
his  contending  party  ;  and  fearful  of 
losing  the  royal  standard,  he  was  turning 
to  make  .a  valiant  retreat,  when  Murray 
and  Edwin,  (having  disengaged  their  fol- 
lowers from  the  precipices  of  the  beacon 
rock,)  rushed  into  the  midst,  striking 
their  shields,  and  uttering  the  inspiring 
slogen,  of  "  Wallace  and  Freedom  !"  It 
was  re-echoed  by  every  Scot :  those  that 
were  flying,  returned ;  they  who  sustained 
the  conflict,  hailed  the  cry  with  braced 
sinews;  and  the  terrible  thunder  of  the 
word,  pealing  from  rank  to  rank,  struck 
a  terror  into  De  Valence's  men,  which 
made  them  pause. 

On  that  short  moment,  turned  the  crisis 
of  their  fate.  Wallace  cut  his  way  through 
the  dismayed  Southrons ;  who,  hearing 
the  reiterated  shouts  of  the  fresh  rein- 
forcement, knew  not  whether  its  strength 
might  not  be  thousands  instead  of  him- 
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dreds,  and  panic  struck  they  became  an 
easy  prey  to  their  enemies.  Surrounded, 
mixed  with  their  assailants,  they  knew 
not  friends  from  foes;  and  each  individual 
being  bent  on  flight,  they  indiscriminately 
cut  to  right  and  left,  wounding  as  many 
of  their  own  men,  as  of  the  Scots  ;  and 
finally,  after  slaughtering  half  their  com- 
panions, some  few  escaped  through  the 
small  posterns  of  the  garrison  j  leaving 
the  inner  ballia  entirely  in  possession  of 
the  foe. 

The  whole  of  the  field  being  cleared, 
Wallace  ordered  the  tower  to  be  forced. 
A  strong  guard  was  still  within  ;  and,  as 
the  assailants  drew  near,  every  means 
were  used  to  render  their  assaults  abor- 
tive. As  the  Scots  pressed  to  the  main 
entrance,  stones  and  heavy  metals  were 
thrown  upon  their  heads  ;  but  not  in  the 
least  intimidated,  they  stood  beneath  the 
iron  shower,  till  Wallace  ordered  them 
to  drive  a  large  felled  tree,  which  lay  on 
the  ground,  against  the  hinges  of  the 
door :  it  burst  open,  and  the  whole  party 
rushed  into  the  hall. 

A  short,  sanguinary,  but  decisive  con* 
flict  took  place.  The  hauberk  and  plaid 
of  Wallace  were  dyed  from  head  to  foot : 
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his  own  brave  blood,  and  the  ferocious 
stream  from  his  enemies,  mingled  in  one 
horrid  hue  upon  his  garments. 

"  Wallace !  Wallace  !"  cried  the  sten- 
torian lungs  of  Kirkpatrick.  In  a  mo- 
ment Wallace  was  at  his  side,  and  found 
him  struggling  with  two  men.  The  light 
of  a  single  lamp,  suspended  from  the 
rafters,  fell  direct  upon  the  combatants. 
A  dagger  was  pointed  at  the  life  of  the 
old  knight ;  but  Wallace  laid  the  holder 
of  it,  dead  across  the  body  of  his  intend- 
ed victim ;  and  catching  the  other  as- 
sailant  by  the  throat,  threw  him  pros- 
trate to  the  ground. 

"  Spare  me,  for  the  honour  of  knight- 
hood !"  cried  the  conquered. 

"  For  my  honour,  you  shall  die  !"  cried 
Kirkpatrick.  His  sword  was  already  at 
the  heart  of  the  Englishman.  Wallace 
beat  it  back.  "  Kirkpatrick,  he  is  my 
prisoner,  and  I  give  him  life." 

"  You  know  not  what  you  do ;"  cried 
the  old  knight,  struggling  with  Wallace, 
to  release  his  sword  arm  :  "  This  is  De 
Valence  !"  "  Quarter  !"  reiterated  the 
panting,  and  hard-pressed  Earl !  "  and 
by  the  holy  cross,  Scotland  shall  never 
R  4 
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see  me  more  !     Noble  Wallace,  my  life! 
—  For  I  am  wounded." 

"  Sooner  take  my  own  I"  cried  the  de- 
termined Kirkpatrick,  fixing  his  foot  on 
.the  neck  of  the  prostrate  man,  and  trying 
to  wrench  his  hand  from  the  grasp  of  his 
commander. 

"Shame  !"  cried  Wallace,  "  you  must 
strike  through  my  heart,  to  kill  any 
wounded  man  I  hear  cry  for  mercy  !  Re- 
lease the  Earl,  on  his  word,  and  your 
own  honour.'* 

"  Our  safety  lies  in  his  destruction  V.9 
cried  Kirkpatrick  j  and  enraged  at  oppo- 
sition, he  thrust  his  commander  (little 
expecting  such  an  action),  from  offthe 
body  of  the  Earl.  —  De  Valence  seized 
his  advantage,  and  catching  Kirkpatrick 
by  the  limb  that  pressed  on  him,  over- 
threw him  ;  and  by  a  sudden  spring,  turn- 
ing quickly  on  Wallace,  struck  his  dagger 
into  his  side*  All  this  was  done  in  an  in- 
stant. Wallace  did  not  fall ;  but  stagger- 
ing, with  the  weapon  sticking  in  the 
wound,  he  was  so  surprised  by  the  base- 
ness of  the  deed,  he  could  not  give  the 
alarm  till  its  perpetrator  had  disappeared. 

The  flying  Earl  took  his  course  through 
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a  narrow  passage  between  the  works ; 
and  proceeding  swiftly  towards  the  south, 
issued,  safety  at  one  of  the  outer  ballium 
gates  ;  that  part  of  the  castle  being  now 
solitary,  all  the  men  having  been  drawn 
from  the  walls  to  the  contest  within  ;  and 
thence  he  made  his  escape  in  a  fisher's 
boat  across  the  Clyde. 

Meanwhile,  Wallace  having  recovered 
himself,  just  as  the  Scots  brought  in 
lighted  torches  from  the  lower  apartments 
of  the  tower,  saw  Sir  Roger  Kirkpatrick 
leaning  sternly  on  his  blood-dripping 
sword,  and  the  young  Edwin,  coming 
forward  in  garments  too  nearly  the  hue 
of  his  own.  Andrew  Murray  stood  al- 
ready by  his  side.  Wallace's  hand  was 
upon  the  hilt  of  the  dagger,  which  the 
ungrateful  De  Valence  had  left  in  his 
breast. —  "You  are  wounded!  you  are 
slain!"  criedt Murray,  in  a  voice  of  con- 
sternation. Edwin  stood  motionless  with 
horror. 

"  That  dagger !"  exclaimed  Scrytn- 
geour, 

"  Has  done  nothing,"  replied  Wallace, 
"  but  let  me  a  little  more  blood."  As  he 
spoke,  he  drew  it  out,  and  thrusting  the 
R  5 
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corner  of  his  scarf  into  his  bosom,  stanch- 
ed the  wound.  * 

"  So  is  your  mercy  rewarded/'  ex- 
claimed Kirkpatrick. 

"  So  am  Irtrue  to  my  duty,"  returned 
Wallace,  "  though  De  Valence  is  a  traitor 
to  his !" 

"  You  treated  him  as  a  man,"  replied 
Kirkpatrick  ;  "  but  now  you  find  him  a 
treacherous  fiend  !  When  he  next  falls 
into  our  hands,  I  hope  you  will  allow  me 
to  fulfil  my  duty,  in  ridding  the  world  of 
such  a  monster  !" 

"  Your  eagerness,  my  brave  friend," 
returned  Wallace,  "  has  lost  him  as  a  pri- 
soner. If  not  for  humanity,  or  honour,  for 
policy's  sake,  we  ought  to  have  spared 
his  life  ;  and  detained  him  an  hostage  for 
our  own  countrymen  in  England." 

Kirkpatrick  remembered  how  his  vio- 
lence had  released  the  Earl,  and  he  look- 
ed down  abashed.  Wallace,  perceiving  it, 
continued  —  "  But  let  us  not  abuse  our 
time,  discoursing  on  a  coward.  He  is 
gone  ;  the  fortress  is  ours  $  and  our  first 
measure  must  be  to  guard  it  from  sur- 
prise." 

As  he  spoke  his  eyes  fell  upon  Edwin  5 
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who,  having  recovered  from  the  shock  of 
Murray's  exclamation,  had  brought  for- 
ward  the  surgeon  of  their  little  band,  A 
few  minutes  bound  up  the  wounds  of  the 
chief;  even  while  beckoning  the  anxious' 
boy  towards  him.  "  Brave  youth,"  cried 
he,  "  you,  who  at  the  imminent  risk  of 
your  own  life,  explored  these  heights, 
that  you  might  render  our  ascent  more 
sure  ;  you,  who  have  fought  like  a  young 
lion,  in  this  unequal  contest ;  here  in  the 
face  of  all  your  valiant  comrades,  receive 
that  knighthood,  which  rather  derives 
lustre  from  your  virtues,  than  gives  ad- 
ditional consequence  to  your  name." 

With  a  bounding  heart,  Edwin  bent  his 
knee  ;  and  Wallace,  giving  him  the  hal- 
lowed accolade(dd),  the  young  knight 
rose  from  his  position,  with  all  the  roses 
of  his  springing  fame  glowing  in  his 
countenance.  Scrymgeour  presented 
him  the  knightly  girdle(ee),  which  he  un- 
braced from  his  own  loins  ;  and  while  the 
happy  boy  received  the  sword  to  which 
it  was  attached,  he  exclaimed  with  ani- 
mation :  "  While  I  follow  the  example 
before  my  eyes,  I  shall  never  draw  this 
R  6 
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in  an  unjust  cause,  nor  ever  sheath  it  in 
a  just  one." 

"  Go  then,"  returned  Wallace,  smiling 
his  approval  of  this  sentiment,  "while 
work  is  to  be  done,  I  will  keep  my  knight 
to  the  toil  '9  go,  and  with  twenty  men  of 
Lanark,  guard  the  wall  by  which  we  as- 
cended." 

Edwin  disappeared,  and  Wallace, 
having  dispatched  detachments  to  oc- 
cupy other  parts  of  the  garrison,  took 
a  torch  in  his  hand,  and  turning  to 
Murray,  proposed  seeking  the  Earl  of 
Mar.  Lord  Andrew  was  soon  at  the 
iron  door,  which  led  from  the  hall  to 
the  principal  stairs. 

"  We  must  have  our  friendly  battering 
ram  here  ;"  cried  he  ;  "a  close  prisoner 
do  they  indeed  keep  my  uncle,  when 
even  the  inner  doors  are  bolted  on  him!" 

The  men  dragged  the  tree  forward, 
and  striking  it  with  all  their  strength 
against  the  iron,  it  burst  open  with  the 
noise  of  thunder.  Shrieks  from  within, 
followed  the  sound.  The  women  of 
Lady  Mar,  not  knowing  what  to  suppose 
during  the  uproar  of  the  conflict,  now 
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hearing  the  door  forced,  expected  no- 
thing less  than  that  some  new  enemies 
were  advancing,  and,  giving  them- 
selves up  to  despair,  they  flew  into  the 
room  where  the  Countess  sat,  in  equal, 
though  less  clamorous  terror. 

At  the  shouts  of  the  Scots,  when  they 
began  the  attack,  the  Earl  had  started 
from  his  couch.  —  "  That  is  not  peace !" 
said  he  ;  "  there  is  some  surprise !" 

"  Alas,  from  whom  ?"  returned  Lady 
Mar  ;  "  who  would  venture  to  attack  a 
fortress  like  this,  garrisoned  with  thou- 
sands ?" 

The  cry  was  repeated. 

"  It  is  the  slogen  of  Sir  William  Wal- 
lace !"  cried  he  ;  "I  shall  be  free  !  Q, 
for  a  sword  !  —  Hear  !  hear  !" 

As  the  shouts  redoubled,  and,  mingling 
with  the  various  clangors  of  battle,  drew 
nearer  the  tower,  the  impatience  of  the 
Earl  could  not  be  restrained.  Hope  and 
eagerness  seemed  to  have  dried  up  his 
wounds,  and  new-strung  every  nerve, 
while,  unarmed  as  he  was,  he  rushed 
from  the  apartment,  and  hurried  down 
the  stairs  which  led  to  the  iron  door. 
He  found  it :  so  firmly  fastened  by  bars 
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and  padlocks,  he  could  not  move  it. 
Again  he  ascended  to  his  terrified  wife  ; 
who* conscious  how  little  obligation  Wal- 
lace owed  to  her,  perhaps  dreaded  even 
more  to  see  her  husband's  hopes  realized, 
than  to  find  herself  yet  more  rigidly 
the  prisoner  of  the  haughty  De  Valence. 

"Joanna!"  cried  he,  "  the  arm  of 
God  is  with  us. — My  prayers  are  heard ; 
Scotland  will  yet  be  free.  Hear  those 
groans,  — -  those  shouts.  — Victory  !  Vic- 
tory !" 

As  he  thus  echoed  the  cry  of  triumph, 
uttered  by  the  Scots  when  bursting  open 
the  outer  gate  of  the  tower,  the  founda- 
tions of  the  building  shook,  and  Lady 
Mar,  almost  insensible  with  terror,  re- 
ceived the  exhausted  body  of  her  hus- 
band into  her  arms  :  he  fainted  from 
the  transport  his  weakened  frame  was 
unable  to  bear.  At  this  instant,  the  panic- 
struck  women  ran  shrieking  to  their 
mistress. 

The  Countess  could  not  speak,  but  sat 
pale  and  motionless,  supporting  his  head 
on  her  bosom.  Guided  by  the  noise,  Lord 
Andrew  flew  into  the  room,  and  rushing 
towards  his  uncle,  fell  at  his  feet.  "  Li- 
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berty  !  Liberty  !*'  was  all  he  could  say. 
His  words  pierced,  the  ear  of  the  Earl, 
like  a  voice  from  Heaven  ;  and  looking 
up,  without  a  word  he  threw  his  arms 
round  the  neck  of  his  nephew. 

Tears  relieved  the  contending  feelings 
of  the  Countess  :  and  the  women,  recog- 
nising the  young  Lord  of  Bothwell,  re- 
tired into  a  distant  corner,  well  assured 
they  had  now  no  cause  for  fear. 

The  earl  rested  but  a  moment  on 
the  panting  breast  of  his  nephew  :  when, 
looking  up  to  seek  the  mighty  leader 
of  the  band,  he  saw  Wallace  enter,  with 
the  step  of  security  and  triumph  in  his 
eyes. 

"  Ever  my  deliverer  !"  cried  the  vene- 
rable Mar,  stretching  forth  his  arms. 
The  next  moment  he  held  Wallace  to  his 
breast  ;  and  remembering  all  that  he 
had  lost  for  his  sake  since  they  parted, 
a  soldier's  heart  melted,  and  he  burst 
into  tears.  —  "  Wallace,  my  preserver  : 
Thou  victim  for  Scotland,  and  for  me  ;  — 
or  rather,  thou  chosen  of  Heaven  !  who, 
by  the  sacrifice  of  all  thou  didst  hold 
dear  on  earth,  art  made  a  blessing  to 
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thy  country !  —  receive  my  thanks  and 
.my  heart." 

Wallace  felt  all,  in  hisr,  soul,  which  the 
Earl  meant  to  imply  ;  but  recovering  the 
calmed  tone  of  his  mind,  before  he  was 
released  from  the  embrace  of  his  friend  ; 
when  he  raised  himself,  and  replied  to 
the  acknowledgments  of  the  Countess, 
it  was  with  a  serene,  though  glowing 
countenance. 

She,  when  she  had  glanced  from  the 
eager  entrance  and  action  of  her  nephew, 
to  the  advancing  hero,  looked  as  Venus 
did  when  she  beheld  the  God  of  War 
rise  from  a  field  of  blood.  She  started 
at  the  appearance  of  Wallace  ;  but  it 
was  not  his  garments  dropping  gore,  nor 
the  blopd-stained  faulchion  in  his  hand, 
that  caused  the  new  sensation  5  it  was 
the  figure  breathing  youth  and  manhood  ; 
it  was  the  face,  where  every  noble  passion 
of  the.heart  had  stampt  themselves  on  his 
perfect  features  ;  it  was  his  air,  where 
majesty,  and  sweet  entrancing  grace, 
mingled  in  lovely  union.  They  were  all 
these,  that  struck  at  once  upon  the  sight 
of  Lady  Mar,  .jnd  made  her  exclaim 
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within  herself,  "  This  is  a  God  !  This  is 
the  hero,  that  is  to  humble  Edward  ;  •*-»* 
that  is  to  bless* —whom?"  was  her 
thought.  "  Oh  !  no  woman  !  Let  him  be 
a  creature  enshrined  and  holy,  for  no 
female  heart  to  dare  to  love !" 

This  passed  through  the  mind  of  the 
Countess,  in  less  time  than  it  has  been 
repeated  ;  and  when  she  saw  him  clasped 
in  her  husband's  arms,  she  exclaimed 
to  herself,  "  Helen,  thou  wert  right ;  thy 
gratitude  was  prophetic  of  a  matchless 
object ;  while  I,  wretch  that  I  am,  even 
whispered  the  wish  to  my  traitress  heart, 
while  I  gave  information  against  my 
husband,  that  this  man,  the  cause  of  all, 
might  be  secured  or  slain  !" 

Just  as  the  last  idea  struck  her,  Wallace 
rose  from  the  embrace  of  his  venerable 
friend,  and  met  the  rivetted  eye  of  the 
Countess.  She  stammered  forth  a  few 
expressions  of  obligation  ;  he  attributed 
her  confusion  to  the  surprise  of  the  mo- 
ment, and  replying  to  her  respectfully, 
turned  again  to  the  Earl, 

The  joy  of  the  venerable  chief  was  un- 
bounded, when  he  found  that  a  handful 
of  Scots  had  put  two  thousand  Southrons 
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to  flight,  and  gained  entire  possession  of 
the  castle.  Wallace  having  satisfied  the 
anxious  questions  of  his  noble  auditor, 
gladly  perceived  the  morning  light.  He 
rose  from  his  seat.  "  I  shall  take  a  tem- 
porary leave  of  you,  my  Lord,'*  said  he, 
to  the  Earl ;  "  1  must  now  visit  my  brave 
comrades  at  their  posts  ;  and  see  the  co- 
lours of  Scotland  planted  on  the  citadel." 
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('  p.  10.)  WALTER  STEWART,  the  father  of  Sir 
John  Monteith,  assumed  the  name  and  earldom  of 
Monteith  in  right  of  his  wife,  the  daughter  and  heir- 
ess of  the  preceding  earl.  When  his  wife  died,  he 
married  an  Englishwoman  of  rank.  Lord  Monteith 
being  ardently  attached  to  the  liberties  of  his  coun- 
try, his  bride  found  means  to  cut  him  offby  poison ; 
and  was  rewarded  by  the  enemies  of  Scotland  for 
this  treason  with  the  hand  of  an  ancestor  of  the 
Dukes  of  Bedford. 

(b  p.  17.)  This  treacherous  Scot,  who  persuaded 
Baliol  to  his  ruin,  was  John  Cummin  of  Strathbogie, 
Earl  of  Athol  in  right  of  his  wife,  the  heiress  of  that 
earldom. 

(c  p.  20.)  The  tradition  respecting  this  stone  is  as 
follows : — Hiber,  or  Iber,  who  came  from  the  Holy 
Land,  to  inhabit  the  coast  of  Spain,  brought  this 
sacred  relic  along  with  him.  From  Spain  he  trans- 
planted it  with  the  colony  he  sent  to  people  the 
south  of  Ireland ;  and  from  Ireland  it  was  brought 
into  Scotland  by  the  great  Fergus,  the  son  of  Fer- 
chard.  He  placed  it  in  Argyleshire;  but  Mac- 
Alpine  removed  it  to  Scone,  and  fixed  it  in  the  royal 
chair  in  which  all  the  succeeding  kings  of  Scotland 
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were  inaugurated.  Edward  the  First  of  England 
caused  it  to  be  carried  to  Westminster  abbey, 
where  it  now  stands. 

(d  p.  21.)  It  is  not  necessary  to  remind  the 
reader  of  the  authorities  whence  these  notorious 
facts  are  drawn,  as  there  is  not  a  British  historian 
silent  on  the  subject. 

(e  p.  22.)  This  battle  was  fought  by  Alexander 
III.  on  the  first  of  August  1263,  against  Acho  king 
of  Norway.  That  monarch  invaded  Scotland  with 
a  large  army,  and  drew  up  his  forces  before  Largs, 
a  town  in  Ayrshire.  He  met  with  a  great  defeat, 
and,  covered  with  disgrace,  retired  to  his  own 
country. 

(f  p.  31.)  Claymore,  an  ancient  Scottish  sword. 

(g  p.  35.)  Southrons  and  Saxons  were  the  com- 
mon appellations  with  which  the  Scots  denominated 
the  invading  armies  of  Edward  the  First :  — •  they 
were  chiefly  composed  of  Irish,  and  Welch,  and 
foreigners. 

(b  p.  56.)  Thusa  ha  measg  na  reultan  mor,  fyc.  are 
the  beginning  words  of  an  old  Gaelic  ditty,  the 
English  of  which  runs  thus : 

Thou  who  art  amid  the  stars  move  to  thy  bed 
with  music,  &c. 

('  p.  98.)  The  cavern  which  sheltered  Sir  Wil- 
liam Wallace  near  Corie  Lin,  is  yet  revered  by  the 
people. 

(k  p.  99.)  Pibroch,  a  martial  piece  of  music 
adapted  to  the  Highland  pipe.  Each  great  family 
has  one  peculiarly  its  own. 

.(*  p.  101.)  Slogen,  so  the  war-word  was  termed. 
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(m  p.  129.)  The  Ellerslie  in  Renfrewshire  here 
referred  to,  and  which  was  the  birth-place  of 
Sir  William  Wallace,  and  the  hereditary  property 
of  his  father,  Sir  Malcolm  Wallace,  was  situated 
in  the  Abbey  parish  of  Paisley,  three  miles  west 
of  the  town  of  Paisley,  and  nine  from  Glasgow. 
A  large  and  old  oak,  still  called  Wallace  'sOak,  stands 
close  to  the  road  from  Paisley  to  Beith;  and  within 
a  short  distance  from  it,  once  stood  the  manor  of 
Ellerslie.  This  venerable  name  is  now  corrupted 
into  Elderslie  ;  and  the  estate  has  become  the  pro- 
perty of  Archibald  Spiers,  Esq.  M.  P.  for  Renfrew- 
shire. —  For  this  topographical  account,  I  am  in- 
debted to  a  Renfrewshire  gentleman. 

(n  p.  142.)  Few  personages  are  so  renowned  in 
tradition  as  Thomas  of  Ercildown,  usually  called 
the  rhymer.  He  was  a  poet  and  a  sage,  and  believed 
by  his  contemporaries  to  be  a  prophet.  He  was  born 
at  Ercildown,  a  village  on  the  Leeder  (or  Lauder), 
where  the  ruins  of  his  paternal  castle,  called  Lear- 
mont  Tower,  still  remain. 

(°  p.  148.)  The  standard  of  Edward  the  First 
was  a  golden  dragon. 

(P  p.  149.)  William  Lord  Soulis  was  a  powerful 
chief  in  the  south  of  Scotland.  —  He  founded  pre- 
tensions to  the  Scottish  crown,  on  his  descent  from 
an  illegitimate  daughter  of  Alexander  II.  Soulis 
was  a  traitor  to  his  country,  and  so  notoriously 
wicked,  that  tradition  endows  him  with  the  power 
of  infernal  necromancy.  —  His  castle  of  Hermitage, 
in  Teviotdale,  is  still  shown  as  the  resort  of  malig- 
nant demons. 

(q  p.  178.)    Grimsby  is  recorded  as  having  been 
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originally  in  the  service  of  the  King  of  England. 
His  after  attachment  to  Wallace  is  also  mentioned 
as  a  matter  of  fact.  — Most  of  the  followers  of  the 
knight  of  Ellerslie,  which  are  particularized  in  these 
volumes  are  named  from  authority.  Stephen  Ire- 
land, "  the  veteran  of  Largs,"  makes  an  eminent 
figure  in  the  Epic  song  of"  ye  Actis  andDeidis  of 
ye  Vailzeand  Campioun  Shyr  Wilham  Wallace." 

(r  p.  191.)  A  bull's  head  presented  at  a  feast,  was 
a  sign  that  some  one  of  the  company  was  imme- 
diately to  be  put  to  death. 

(s  p.  199.)  It;  is  a  Scottish  custom  to  distinguish 
chieftains  of  the  same  name  by  the  title  of  their 
estates. 

(l  p.  267.)  At  a  time  when  Achaius  king  of  Scots, 
and  Hungus  king  of  the  Picts,  were  fiercely  driven 
by  Athelstan  king  of  Northumberland  into  East 
Lothian ;  full  of  terrors  of  what  the  next  morning 
might  bring  forth,  Hungus  fell  into  a  sleep,  and  be- 
held a  vision,  which,  tradition  tells,  was  verified  the 
ensuing  day  by  the  appearance  of  the  cross  of  St. 
Andrew  held  out  to  him  from  the  heavens,  and 
waving  him  to  victory.  Under  this  banner  he  con- 
quered the  Northumberland  forces ;  and  slaying 
their  leader,  the  scene  of  the  battle  has  henceforth 
been  called  Athelstan  ford. 

(u  p.  288.)  The" great  wall  of  Severus,  which  runs 
between  Abercorn  and  Kirkpatrick,  being  attacked 
by  the  •  Scots  at  the  time  the  Romans  abandoned 
Britaia,  a  huge  breach  was  made  in  it  by  Graham 
(or  Greame)  the  uncle  of  the  young  king  of  Scots. 
By  this  achievement  he  conquered  the  whole  of  the 
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country  as  far  as  the  Cheviots ;  and  the  wall  of 
Severus  has  since  been  called  Graham's  dyke. 

(x  p.  294.)  This  is  the  tradition  respecting  Craig- 
nacoheilg.  Glenfinlass  was  the  favourite  chase  of 
the  Scottish  monarchs. 

(yp.  311.)  It  was  a  custom  with  Scottish  chiefs, 
when  any  feud  existed  between  their  families,  to 
leave  the  right  hand  of  their  children  untouched 
by  the  holy  water  in  baptism,  as  a  sign  that  no  law, 
even  of  Heaven,  should  prevent  them  taking  re- 
venge. From  this  usage  Kirkpatrick  declares,  that 
the  hands  of  the  children  in  Wallace's  train,  shall 
be  left  unchristened  till  they  have  taken  vengeance 
on  their  oppressors. 

z  p.  318.)  This  Sir  Alexander  Scrymgeour  was 
the  descendant  of  the  two  renowned  knights  of 
that  name,  who  signalized  themselves  by  similar  . 
acts  of  bravery  in  the  reigns  of  Malcolm  III.  and 
Alexander  I.  Their  name  was  originally  Carron  ; 
and  the  reason  of  its  change  is  thus  recorded  : — 
During  a  rebellion  of  Malcolm  III.'s  northern 
subjects,  that  monarch  was  dangerously  beset  by 
them  on  the  banks  of  the  Spey.  It  was  necessary 
he  should  cross  the  river,  then  very  perilous  in 
its  current,  and  a  strong  body  of  the  enemy  lined 
the  opposite  shore  to  prevent  his  landing.  The 
standard-bearer  of  the  royal  army,  at  sight  of 
these  dangers,  made  a  halt.  The  king,  in  dis- 
pleasure snatched  the  standard  from  his  hand,  and 
gave  it  to  Sir  Alexander  Carron,  who  .immediately 
plunged  into  the  river,  and  swimming  to  the  other 
side  performed  prodigies  of  valour  amongst  the 
rebels.  For  this  service  Malcolm  gave  to  him  and 
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his  posterity  the  name  of  Scrymgeour  (sharp  fight), 
and  proclaimed  him  his  royal  standard-bearer  in 
the  Scottish  army.  This  post  was  made  hereditary 
in  the  family,  by  Alexander  I.  to  reward  the  son  of 
the  first  of  the  name  of  Scrymgeour,  for  an  action 
of  similar  loyalty.  Sir  Alexander  Scrymgeour,  the 
descendant  of  these  heroes,  and  the  friend  of  Sir 
William  Wallace,  proved  himself  in  every  way 
worthy  of  his  ancestors. 

(aa  p.  318.)  A  lion  gules,  in  a  field  d'or,  is  the 
arms  ,of  Scotland. 

(bb  p.  327.)  Achaius  king  of  Scotland,  having 
won  the  love  and  alliance  of  Charlemagne  and  of 
many  other  Christian  kings,  found  himself  to  be  so 
mighty,  that  he  took  for  his  device  the  Thistle  and 
Re  we,  and  for  his  motto,  For  my  defence.  The 
Rewe,  from  its  salutary  properties,  denoting  his 
wisdom  in  peace  ;  and  the  Thistle,  by  its  guardian 
,prickles,  exemplifying  his  power  in  war. 

(cc  p.  341.)  Albin  was  the  ancient  name  of  Scot- 
land. 

(dd  p.  371.)  Accolade,  the  three  strokes  of  the 
sword  given  in  knighting. 

(ee  p.  371.)  It  was  the  custom  in  Scotland  on  in- 
vesting a  knight,  to  present  him  along  with  the 
sword  and  consecrated  spurs,  a  girdle  of  the  same 
sanctity. 
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